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Variations in Copies of the Early Quartos and Folios.— Critics i 
land commentators have often asserted that there was no proof- read-| 

jing by author or editor in Elizabethan times ; but we have positive^ 
evidence to the contrary. At the end of Beeton’s 4 Will of Wit 
(i 599) we find this note : — ‘ What faults are escaped in the printing,? 
finde by discretion ; and excuse the author, by other worke that letg 
[that is, hindered] him from attendance to the presse/ The Shake - 1 
speare quartos and folios were often corrected while passing through^ 
the press. In the ‘ Griggs ’ series noticed above there are two re-| 
productions of the 1597 quarto of ‘ Richard II/, one photographed S 
J from a copy belonging to Mr. Henry Huth, the other from the} 

I Duke of Devonshire’s copy. These two copies of the same edition J 
j were found to vary so much from each other that it was decided to! 

I reprint both. A careful comparison of the originals with each other [ 
land with a third copy formerly belonging to Capell, the Shakespeare! 
■editor, proved that corrections were made while each sheet was! 
■being printed ; and that the corrected and uncorrected sheets were! 
■mixed up in binding. Five sheets or 4 signatures ’ appear to be the! 
■same in the three copies mentioned. Of the other sheets the first and f 
■fourth are corrected in the Huth copy, the second in the Devon- L 
jshire copy, the third in both the Devonshire and the Huth, and the| 
gfifth (the ninth in the book) in the Devonshire and the Capell. It I 
■happens, however, that by far the larger number of corrections! 
jare in the Devonshire copy, most of them occurring in the second 
■sheet. The following, for example, are all found on a single page! 
|(i. 2. 42-70) : — 

Where then alas may I complaine myself ? 

(‘ alas ’ omitted in the other copies) ; 

That it may enter butcher Mowbraies breast 
(‘butchers’ in the others); 

Not with the emplie hollownes, but weight; 

(‘ emptines, hollownes’ in the others) ; 

And what heare there for welcome but my grones ? 

(‘ what cheer,’ in the others), 
jin i. 3. 136 (same sheet) the Devonshire copy has ‘And grating! 
shocke of wrathfull yron armes,’ while the other two copies have ' 

4 harsh resounding armes,’ due to an accidental repetition of the j 
adjectives in the preceding line : 4 With harsh resounding trumpets! 
dreadful bray.’ The care with which these corrections were made! 
J is shown by the fact that the printing of this sheet was stopped to j 
■ change the spelling of a word by the insertion of a single letter ;| 
S ‘ portculist ’ being altered to 4 portcullist ’ in i. 3. 167: 4 Doubly | 

1 portcullist with my teeth and lippes.’ 

The mistaken ingenuity with which palpable misprints in the early l 
• editions have often been defended by good critics is well illustrated! 
by Malone’s attempt to justify 4 what cheer ’ in one of the lines quoted I 
[above in opposition to 4 what hear,’ which appears in the quartos | 
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Duke of Devonshire's copy. These two copies of the same edition^ 
were found to vary so much from each other that it was decided toj 
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That it may enter butcher Mowbraies breast 
(‘butchers’ in the others); 

Not with the emptie hollownes, but weight; 

(‘ emptines, hollownes’ in the others) ; 

And what heare there for welcome but my grones ? 

(‘ what cheer,’ in the others). 

In i. 3. 136 (same sheet) the Devonshire copy has ‘And gratingl 
shocke of wrathfull yron armes,’ while the other two copies haveF 
‘ harsh resounding armes,’ due to an accidental repetition of the! 
adjectives in the preceding line : ‘With harsh resounding trumpets! 
dreadful bray.’ The care with which these corrections were made! 
is shown by the fact that the printing of this sheet was stopped to! 
change the spelling of a word by the insertion of a single letter 
‘ portculist ’ being altered to ‘ portcullist ’ in i. 3. 167: ‘ Doubly $ 
portcullist with my teeth and lippes.’ 

The mistaken ingenuity with which palpable misprints in the early I 
editions have often been defended by good critics is well illustrated! 
by Malone’s attempt to justify ‘ what cheer ’ in one of the lines quoted f 
above in opposition to ‘ what hear,’ which appears in the quartos | 

was the reading of the earliest edition, he said that the change I 
to ‘ hear ’ showed ‘ at how very early a period the revisers of Shake- I 
speare’s pieces began to tamper with his text, under the notion oft' 
improving it, or of correcting imaginary errors of the press ’ — and! 
so on through more than an entire page of comments. He says I 
that ‘ the passage furnishes an evident proof of the value of first edi- • 
tions ’ ; and so it does, particularly when their misprints are cor- 
rected while they are on the press, and we happen to get hold of 
a corrected copy. 

That copies of the folio of 1623 vary here and there has long 
been known, and it was the intention of the Cambridge editors to 
note all such variations in their footnotes ; but my attention has 
been recently called to an instance of the kind which escaped their 
scrutiny, and which, so far as I am aware, no editor or commenta- 
tor has pointed out. It is in ‘ The Taming of the Shrew,’ ii. 1. 
2or, where Staunton’s photographic facsimile of the folio and 
Booth’s reprint both read ‘ Women are made to beare, and so are 
you,’ while the Chatto and Windus facsimile (photographic) and 
Paterson’s reprint have ‘ beate ’ for ‘ beare.’ That the latter is the 
corrected reading is evident from the context. 

The volume of the revi sed Cambridge edition containjng this 
play is not yet published. — /faGzcXcc. AfLftfUt. / 3 , X<ma 7 Of. 
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chard the fe- 
cond. 

%As it hath heene publicly aUed 
by the right Honourable tbe~> 
Lorde Cbamberlaine bis Ser^ 
mnts * fty W ftUef 



LONDON 





ENTER KING RICHARD, IOHN 
OF GAV NT, WIT Ii OTH£R 
Nobles and attendants. 



King Richdri, 

« Vtd Iohn of Gaunt time honoured Lancafter. 
Haft thou according to thy oath and bande 
Brought hither Henrie Herford thy bolde fonne, 
Hcre°to make good the boiftrous late appeale. 
Which then our leyfure would not let vs heare 
Againft the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Moubrayi 
Gaum, I haue my Leigc, 

King, Tell me moreouer haft thou founded him, 

If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice, 

Or worthily as a good filbiefl ftiould 
On fome knowne ground of treacherie in him. 

Gaum. As neere as I could fift him on that argument. 

On fome apparent daungerfecne in him, 

Aitnde at your highnes, noinuetcrate malice. 

King, T hen call them to our prefence face to face. 

And frowning brow to brow our felucs will heare, 
Theaccufer and the accufed freely fpeakc; 

High ftomacktare they both and full of ire. 

In rage, deafe as the fea.haftic as fire. 

, V /»/•;' \ • £ i ’ i ■ T 

Enter BuUingbrookeAtiiMowbrAy, 

Bulling. Manic yeares of happie daics befall. 

My gratious fouetaigne my moft louing liege. 

A 2 Mow, 








TbeTragedieof 

Movi?h. Each Jay ftill better others hnppincs* 

V mill the hcauens enuying earths good hap* 

Adde an irtimortall title to your Crowne. 

King, We th ink e you both, yet one but flatters vs* 

As well appeareth by thecaufc you coroe, 

Namely to appeale each other of high treafon: 

Cooiin of Herford, what doft thou obieft 
A gain ft the Duke of Noiffolke Thomas Mowbray? 

Bull, Firft 3 heauen be the record to my fpecch* 

In the deuotion of a fubie&s loue, 

Tendring thcpretious fafeticofmy Prince* 

And free from other misbegotten hate. 

Come I appellant to this princely prefence* 

Now Thomas Mowbray do I turtle to thee* 

And luarke my greeting well : for whatl fpeake 
My body fhall make good vpon this earth, 

Or my diu’me foule anfwcr it in heauen: 

Thou art a traitour and a mifereant, 

Too good to be fo, and too bad to hue, 

Since the more faire and criftali is the skie, 
r J he vglier fecnie the cloudes that in it flic: 

Once more,the more to aggrauate the note. 

With a fou’e traitors name ftuffe I thy throte. 

And wifh (fo plenfe my Soueraigne) ere I raoue, 

What my tong fpeaks.my right drawenfword may prone* 

Mow. Let not my cold wordes here accufe myzealc, 
Tis not the triall of a womans warre. 

The bitxer clamour of two eger tongues 
Can arbitrate th is caufe betwixt vs twainc. 

The bloud is hotethat mud be coold for this* 

Yet can I not of fuch tamepatiencciboaft. 

As to be huiihr, and naught at all to<Giy^ 

Firfl the faire reuerencc ofyour Highnefle curbs me. 
From giuing retries an dffpu w^s ta fey frec fpeeth* 

Which elfe would poft vntiilithadreturnd, 

Thcfe rerme$pfneafb* v doubled cfewne his throat : 
getting afide his high bioids royalties 
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And let him be no kinfman to my Liege. 

Idodefie him, and 1 fpitathim. 

Call him aflaundcrous coward, and a villaine. 

Which to maintaine, I would allow him ods» 

And meete him were I tied to runne afoote. 

Eucn to the frozen ridges of the Alpes. 

Or any other ground inhabitable* 

Where cuer Enghlhman durft fet hisfoote, 

Mcane timc.let this defend my loyaltie. 

By all my hopes mod falfly doth he lie. 

Bull. Pale trembling coward there I throw my gage, 
Declaiming here the kinred of the King, 

And lay afide my high bloudes royaltie. 

Which Feare, not Reuercnce makes thee to except. 

If guilty dread haue left thee fo much ftrength, 

As to take vp mine honours pawne, then Ifovvpe, 

By that, and all the rites of Knighthoode elfe, 

W’ill I make goodagainft thee arme to arme. 

What l hauelpokc, or thou canft worfe deuife. 

Mow. I take it vp, and by that fword I fwcarc. 

Which gently laid my Knighthood on my fhoulder, 
lie anfvverthec many faire degree. 

Or chiualrous defigne of knightly triall: 

And when T mount, aliue may I not light. 

Iff be traitor or vmuflly fight. 

What doth our ccufin lay to Mowbraics chaise? 

It. mult be great that can inherit ys. 

So much as.ofa thought of ill in him. 

Bui. Looke what I fpeake.my life fhall proueittrue. 
That Mowbray hath receiudeeiglitthoufimd nobles 
In name of Lendingsforyour H^ghnesfouldiours, 

The which he hath detaind for lewd imployiuents, 

Like a falfe traitour, a*>d injurious villaine: 

Befides I fay, and will in battle preue. 

Or here,or ellc where to the furtheft Ver^e 
That cuer was furueyedhy Englifb eye, ° 

Tnat ali the treafons for thefe eighteenc yearcs^ 

A- 3 Com- 





Complotted and contriued in this land: 

Fetch from falfe Mowbray -their firft head andfpring. 
Further I'fay and further will maintaine 
Vpon his bad life to make all this good, 

That he did plottc the Duke of Gloceftcri death, 
Suggefl hisloone belecuing aduerlaries, 

Ana eonfequently like a tartour coward, 

Slucte out his innocent foule through ftreames of blcud^ 
Which bloud, like facjtificing Abels crief, 

Eucn from the tounglefle Cauerncs of the earth, 
Tomeforiuftice and rough chaftifementj 
And.by the glorious worth of my defeeut, 

Thisarroe (hall doit, or this life be {pent. 

King, How high a pitch his refolution foares, 
Thomas ofNorfolkc what faift thou to this? 

Movcb. Oh let my foucraigoe turne awaic his face, 
And bid his cares a little while be deafe. 

Till I hauc tolde this {launder of his bloud. 

How God and good men hate fo foule a lier. 

King. Mowbray impartial! are our cits and eares. 
Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom** heire. 

As he isbut my fathers brothers fonne, 

Now by feepters awe I make a vowe. 

Such neighbour neerenesto our lacrcd bloud 
Should nothing priuiledge himnorpartialize 
The vnfioopmg firmenefie of my vpright foule, 

He is our fubiefi Mowbray foartthou. 

Free fpeech and fearcleflc I to thee allowe. 

Mowb. Then Bullingbrooke as lowe as to thy heart 
Throughthe falfepaflage ofthy throatethou licfh 
Three partes of that reccipte I had for Cal lice, 
Disburftl duely to his higlincfle fouldicrs, 

The other part refcrudel by confcnt, 

For that my foucraigne liege was in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a dcarc account: 

Since laR I went to France to fetch his Queene: 

Now fwallow downe that he . For Glocelters death 



“ ifJChi Rkhdrdthefetenl, 

1 He we him not but to my owne difgrace, 

Negleft ed my fworue duety in that cate? 

For you my noble Lord of Lancafter, 

The honourable father to my foe. 

Once did I lay an ambufhc for your life, 

A trcfpafle that doth vex my grieued loulct 
But ere I laft rcceiude the Sacrament, 

I did eonfefle it .and cxaftly begd 
Your traces pardon, and 1 hope I had it. 

This if my fault, as for the reft appeald 
Itifliicsfroro the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant and moil degenerate traitour. 

Which inroy fclfe 1 boldly willdefende. 

And enterchangeably hurle downe my gage 

Vpon this ouerweening traitors foote. 

To proue my fclfe a loyal Gentleman, 

Eucn in the befi bloud chamberd in hi$bofbme» 
Inhaftcwherof moft harcily I pray 
Your highnes to afcigne our trial! day. 

King, Wrath kindled gentleman be ruled by me s 
Lets purge this choler without letting bloud, 

This we prefcribe though no Phifition, 

Deepe malice makes too deepe incifion, 

Forget»forgiuc» conclude and be agreed. 

Our doctors fay, this is no month to bleede: 

Good Vnckle let this ende where it begonne, 

Weele calme the Duke of Norfolkc.you your fonne. 

Gdunt. To be a make-peace fhal become my age. 
Throw downe (my founc) the Duke of Norfolkes gage. 
King, And Norfolke throw downe his. 

Gaunt. When Harry? when obedience bids. 

Obed ience bids I fhould not bid againe. 

King. Norfolkethrow downe we bid, there is no boot 
Mont. My felfc I throw dread foucraigne at thy foot.'. 
My life thou fhaltCommand,but not my fhame, 

The one my duety owes, but myfaire name 
Dcfpight of death that liucs vpon my graue, 










TbeTrxgedie of 

T o da rice di (honours vfe thou foaltnot haue: 

1 am difgraftc,impeacht,nnd biffuid heere, ; l, 

Picrft to the foulc with Slaunders venomd fpeate, 
Thewhichno balme can cure but his heart bloud 
Which breathde this poyfon. 

King. Rage uiuft be withftoode, 

Giue me his gage; Lions make Leopards tame* 

Month . Yea butnot change his foots : take but my fhanae, 
And I refigne my gage, ray deare dearc Lord, 

The pureft treafurc mortall times afford. 

Is fpotlcflc Reputation that away :i ; . 

Men are but guilded loamc, or paint ' 

A iewcll in a ten times bard vp chert. 

Is a bold fpirit in a loyal! breaft: 

Mine honour is my hfe,both grow in one. 

Take honour from me, and my life is done: 

Then(dearc my Licgc)mine honour letmetri 
In that I liuc,and for that will I die. 

King. CoofLn, throw vp your gage, do you beg. 

Bull. O God defend my foule from fuch deepe 
Shall I feeme Creft-fallen in my fathers fight? 

Or with pale beggar-feafe impeach my height. 

Before this out-darde Daftard? ere my tong 
Shall wound my honour with fuch feeble wrong. 

Or found fobafe a parlec, my teeth lliall teare 
T he flauifh motiue ofrecanting feare, 

And f pit -it bleeding in his highdifgrace. 

Where Shame doth harbour euen in Mowbraiesface. 

King. W e were not borne to fue, but to commund, 

W hich fince we cannot do, to make y 
Be ready as your hues (hall anfwere it. 

At Cotientry vpbn flint Lamberts day. 

There foall your fwords and launces arbitrate 
The (welling difference of your fetled hate, 

Since we cannot atone you, wefhallfee 
luflice deligne the Viftoi s chiualrie. 

Lord Marllial, cofnmaund our Officers at Armes. 
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King Richxrdiheftcond. 

Be ready to direft thefe home allarmcs. Exit, 

€nter John of Gaunt With the UncheffeofGloceAer, 
Gaunt Alas, the part I had in W oodltockcs bloud, 
Doth more foil kite me than your exclaiines. 

To ftirre againft the butchers of his life. 

But fince correftion liethinthofe hands. 

Which made the fault that we cannot corrc&s 
Put wc our quarrcll to the will ofheauen, 

Who when they fee the hourcs ripe on earth, 

Willraine hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Ducheffe Findcs brotherhood in thee no fharper fpurretf 
Hath loue in thy old bloud noliuing fire* 

Edwards (euen lonncs whereof thy f'elfe art one. 

Were as feuen viols of his facred bloud. 

Or feuen faire branches fpringing from one roote: 

Some of thofc feuen arc dried by natures courfe. 

Some of thofc branches by the Dertinicscut: 

But Thomas my deare Lord.roy life, my Gloccftcr. 
Onevioll full of Edwards facrcd bloud, 

One flourifhing branch of his mod royall roote 
Is crackt, and all the precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe. and his fummer leaues all faded 
By Enuieshand.and Murders bloudy axe. 

Ah Gaunt, his bloud was thine, that bed, that womb, 

That mettall, that felfe mould, that fafhioned thee 
Made him a man tand though thou liuertand breathed, 
Yet art thou flainc in him. thou dooft confent 
In fome large meafure to thy fathers death. 

In that thou feeft thy wretched brother die. 

Who was the modellofthy fathers life: 

Call it not patience Gaunt,it is difpaire, 

In fuffring thus thy brother tobeflaughtred. 

Thou foe weft the rnked pathway to thy life. 

Teaching fterne Murder how to butcher thee: 

That which in mcancmen we intitle Patience. 

Is pale cold Cowardice in noble breads. 
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What fhall I fine? to fafcgard thine owne life 
The bed way is to venge my Glocefters death. 

Gaunt Gods is the quarrcll for Gods fubilitute , 

His deputy annointed in his fight* 

Hath caufd his death,the which if wrongfully. 

Let hcauen reuenge»for I may neucr lilt 
An angry arme againfl his minider. 

Buck. Where then may I complainemy felfc? 

Gaunt T o God the widdowes Champion and defence, 
Duch. Why then I will ;farc well olde Gaunt, 

T hou goed to Coventry, there to behold 
Our Coofen Hereford and fell Mowbray fight* 

O let my husbands wrongeson Hereford* fpeare. 

That it may enter butchers Mowbraiesbredi 
Or ifmilfottune mifle the fitd catier, 
BeMowbtaiesfinncsfoheauyin hisbofome 
That they may breakc his foming comfers backej 
And throw the rider headlong inthe lidcs* 

Acaitiue recreant to my Coolen Hertford, 

Farewell old Gaunt. thy fbmetimes brothers wife. 

With her companion Giiefemuft end her. life 
Gaunt Sidcr farewell,! mud to Couentry, 

As much good flay with thee, as go with me, 

Duch. Yet one word tnore.gricle boundeth where is falff. 
Not with the empt ir.es, hollownes, but weights 
3 take my leauc before i hauc begone, 

For farrow endcs not when itfeemeth doner 
Commend me to thy brother Edmund Yorkc* 

Lo th s is all : nay yet depart not fa. 

Though this bea) > doe not lo quickly go: 

3 fhall remember more: Bid him, ah what? 

With all good fpeedc at Plafhie vifirc me, 

Alacke and what, fhall good olde Yorke there fee. 

But empty lodgings and vnfurnifht wals* 

Vnpeopled offices, vntrodden dones, 

And what chcerc there for welcome but my grooes? 
Therfoic commend me, lethim not come there, 







King Richard the fecond. 

To feeke out fbrrow that dwels eueiy where, 

Defolate defolate will 1 hence and die: 

Theladleaue of thee takes my weeping cic. Exeunt, 

Enter herd Marfrall and the Duke Aumtrle. 

Mar, My Lord Aumerle is Harry Hcrford amide? 

^tum. Yea at all points, and longs to enter in. 

Mar, The Duke of Norfolke frightfully and bold, 
Staies but the fummons of the appellants trumpet. 

■Am. Why then the Champions arc prepard and day 
Far nothing but his maiediesapproach. 

The trumpets found and the King enters tilth his nobles \mhen 
they are fet, enter the Duke of 'bforfolke in armes defendant. 

King Marshall demaunde of yonder Champion* 

The caufe of his arriuall here in armes, 

Aske him his namc,and orderly proccede 
To fweare him in the iudiceof his caufe. 

Mar. In Gods name and the Kings fay who thou art* 
And why thou corned thus knightly clad in armes, 

Againfl what man thou comil and what thy quarcll* 

Speake truly on thy knighthoode, and thy oth* 

As fb defend the hcauen and thy valour. 

Mem My name is Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 
Who hither come ingaged by my oath, 

(W’hich God defendea Knight fhould violate) 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth, 

To God, my King, and my fuccecding iflue* 
AgaindtheDukc ofHerford that appeales me. 

And by the grace of God, and this mine arme, 

T o proue him in defending ofmy felfe* 

A traitour to my God, my ICing, and me. 

And as I trucly fight, defend me hcauen. 

T he trumpets found. Enter Duke of Hereford, 
appellant in armour. 

Ring Mar fhall aske yonder Knight in artnes* 
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Both who he is, and why he commeth luther. 

Thus plated in habilimentsofwarre. 

And formally according to our lawe, 

Dcpofe him in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

Mar. What is thy name? and wherfore comft thou hither?- 
Before kingRichard in his royall lifts, 

Agair.ft whom comes thou? and whats thy quarrell? 
Spcake like a true Knight, fo defend thee heauen. 

Bui. Harry of Hcrford ,Lancafter and Darbie 
Am 1, who ready here do ft and in Armes 
To proue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lifts, on Themis Mowbray Duke ofNorfFolke, 

That he is a traitour foulc and dangerous , 

To God ofheauen, king Richardand tome: 

And ail truely fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar. On paine of death, no perfon be fo bold , 
Ordaring,haidy, as to touch the liftes. 

Except the Martial l and fucli officers 
Appoynted to direff thefe faire defignes. 

Bui. Lord Martiall.Ietme kifle my Soucrcigncs hand; 
And bow my knee before his Maieft ie. 

For Mowbray and my felfe ate like two men. 

That vow a long and wear ie pilgrimage, 

Then let vs take a ceremonious lcaue, 

Andlouing farewell of our feucr all friends. 

Mar. The appellant ifi all duety grretes your Highness 
And craues to kifle your hand, and take his leaue. 

King W c will dclccnd and fold him in our armes, 

Coofin of Herford,as thy caufe is right. 

So be thy fortune in this royall fight: 

Farewell my bloud, which if to day thou fttead. 

Lament we may, butnotreuerige thedead, 

Bui. Olet noncble eic prophane a tearc 
For mc,ifl be gordc with Mowbraies fpeare : 

As confident as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird,d o I with Mowbray fight. 

Mylcuing Lord, I takemv lcauc of vou: ’■ . 




m i n— — 

King Rkhtrd theftctnL 

Of you (my noble coufin) Lord Aumarle, 

Not ficke although I hauetodowith death. 

But lufty,Vongand chccrely drawing breth: 

Loe, as at Englifh feafts fo I regreet 

The daintieft laft.to make thGend molt fweet. 

Oh thou the earthly Authourofmy bloud, 

Whofe youthfull fpiriteinmc regenerate 
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp. 

To reach at V iftory aboue my head: 

Adde preofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers. 

And with thy blcfsings fteele my launces point. 

That it may enter Mowbraies waxen cote, 

Andfurbifh new the name of Iohn a Gaunt, 

Eucn in the luftie hauiour of his fonne. 

Gaunt. God in thy good caufe make thee profperous. 

Be fwiftlike lightning in the execution, 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the caske 
Of thy aduetfe pernitious enemy, 

Rowze vp thy youthfull bloud, be valiant and hue, 

Bui. Mine innocence and faint George to thriuc, 

Mowh. How cucr God or Fortune calf my lot. 

There hues or dies true to King Richards throne, 

A loyall,iuft,and vpright Gentleman: 

Neuer did captiuc with a freer heart 
Caft off his chaincs ofbondagc.and embrace 
His golden vncoatrould cnfranchifinenr. 

More than my dauncing foulc doth celebrate 
This feaft of battle with mine aduerfarie, 

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Pecres, 

Take from my mouth the wifti.ofhappyycerej. 

As gentle, and as iocund as to i eft 
Go I to fight, tiuth hatha quiet breft. 

King Farewell (my Lord) fecurcly I cfpie s 
Vertuc with Valour couched in thine eic. 

Order the triall Martialband beginne. 

Mart, Harry of Herford.Lancarter and Darby J 
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Rcceiue thylaunee,'and God defend the right. 

Bui. Strong as a tower in hope I cry. Amen. 

Mart. Go beare this lance to Thomas Duke of Norfolkc, 

Herald Harry of Hcrford,Lancafter,and Darby 
Stands here, for God.his foucraigne,and h;mfc!fc, 

On paine to be found fatfe and recreant. 

To prouctheDukeof Norfolke Thomas Mowbray 
A traitor to God, his king, and him, 

And dares him to fetforward to the fight. 

Herald 2 Hercftandeth Thomas Mowbray D. of Norfolk 
On paine to be found falfe and recreant. 

Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue 
Henry of Hereford. Lancafter,and Darby, 

To God, his foueraigne.and to him dtfloyall, 
Coutigioufly.and with a free defire. 

Attending but the fignall tobeginne. 

; Mart, Sound trumpets, and fet forward Combatants: 
Stay, the king hath tnrowen his warder downe. 

King . Let them lay by their helmets, and their fpearcs, 
And both returne backe to their chaires againe. 

Withdraw With vs, and let the trumpets found. 

While we returne thefe dukes what we decree. 

Draw necre and lift 

What with our counfell we haue done : 

For that our kingdomes earth fliould not be foild 
With that dearc bloud which it hath foftered: 

And for ourcies do hate the dire afpett 

Of cruell wounds plowd vp with neighbours (word, 

And for we thinke the Egle-winged pride 
Of skie-afpiring and ambitious thoughts. 

With riuall hating enuy fotonyou 
T o wake our peace, which in our Countries cradle 
Draw the (weet infant breath ofgentlc ftcepe. 

Which fo rouzde vp with boiftrous vntunde drummes. 
With hatfh refounding trumpets dreadfull bray, 

And grating fhockc of harfh refounding armes. 



Might from our quiet confines Light fairc Peace, 




J ling Richard the fecend. 

And make vs wade euen in our kinreds bloudj 
Therefore wcbanifli you our territories: 

You coufin Hereford vpon paine of life, 

T i! twice fiue fummers haue enncht our field!. 

Shall not regreeteour faire dominions, 

Bur treade the ftrangcr paths of bamfliment. 

Bui. Your will be done-,this muft my comfort be, 
That Sunne that warmes you here, fliall flnne on roe. 
And thofe his golden beames to you heerc lent. 

Shall point on me, and guildc my baniftunent. 

King Nor fol kc.for thee remaines a heauier doome. 
Which I with fomc vnwillingnefle pronounce, 

The flie flow houres fhall rot determinate 
The datelcfle limite of thy decre exile, 

Thchoplcffc word of neuer to returne, 

Breathe I againft thee, vpon paine of life. 

Morvb. A hcauy fentence, my moft foueraigne Liege, 



A deerer merit not fo deepe a maime. 

As to be caft fo: tli in the common ay re 
Haue I-deferued at vour Highncfle lands.* 

The language I haue learnt thefe forty yeerej „ 

My natiue Englifli now 1 muft forgo, 

And now my tongues vfe isto me, no more j 

Than an vnftringed violl or aharpe, 

Or like acunning inftt ument cafde vp, 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmonic: 



Withmmy mouth you haue engaold my tongue, 

Doubly ponculift with my teeth and lippes. 

And dull vnfeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my Gaoler to attend on me: 

] am too ojde to fawne vpon a nurle. 

Too tar in yeercs to be a pupil 1 now. 

What is thy fentence but fpeechlefle death? 

Which robbes my tongue frombreathing natitle breath. 
King It bootesthee not to be compafsionatc. 

After 








TheTragedteaf 

After our fentence playning comes too late. 

Mow. Then thus I turnc me from my countries light, 

T o d wel in folemnc fhades of endlefTe night. 

King. Returneagaine,and take an othe with thee, 

Lay on our royall {word your baniflit hands, 

S wcare by the duty that y’owe to God, 

(Our part therein we banifh with your fclues,) 

To keepe the oath that we adminifter: 

You neuer fhall.fo hclpe you truth and God, 

Embrace each others louc inbanifhruent. 

Nor neuer looke vpon each others face. 

Nor neuer write, regreete ,nor reconcile 
This lowringtcmpeftof your home-bred hate. 

Nor neuer byadurfed purpofe meete, 

To plot,contriue,or complot any ill, 

Gainft vs, our ftatc, our fubie£h,or our land. 

Bui. I fweare. 

C Mow. And I, to keepe al this. 

Bui, Norffolke* fo fare as to mine enemy : 

By this time, had the King permitted vs. 

One of our foulcs had wandredin theairc, 

Baniflit this fraile ftpulchrc of our fleAs, 

Asnowourflefli is baniflit from this land, 

Confcfle thy treafons ere thou flic the realnie, 

Since thou haft far to go, beare not along 
T he clogging burthen of a guiltie foule. 

Mow. No Bui lingbrooke* if cuer I were traitour* 

My name be blotted from the booke of life, 

And I from hcauen baniflit as from hence: 

But what thcuactjGof.theu.and I, do know* 

And al too foone(l feare) t he King fhall re w: 

Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ft ray* 

Sauc backc to England althc worlds my way. 

King. V nclc, euen in the glafles of thine eyes, 

I fee thy grieued heart: thv lad afpeft 
Hath from the number of his baniflit yecres 
Pluckt fourc away, fixe frozen winters fpent, 

Returne 







King Richard the fecund. 

Returne-Xvith welcome home froinbaniflirtient. 

Bull. How lojig aVime lies in one little vycrd.' y 
Foure lagging winters and fourc wanton fpringes, 

End in a word.fuch is the breath of Kingcs. 

Gaunt. Ithankc my liege that in regard of me. 

He fhortens fourc yeares oftny fonhes exile,- 

But little vantage fhall I reape thereby: ■ 

Forearc the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend ■ 

Can change their mo'ones,and bring their times abou^ * 

My oile-dried lampe,and time bewafted light'’ : . ^ 

Shall be extint with age and endlcflenighces, * * 

My intch of taper w ill be Burnt and' done, 

And blindfold Death not let me fee my fonne. 

King: Why Vnckle thou haft many yeares to line. 

Gaunt . But not a minute King that thou canft giue* 
Shorten my daies thou canft with fullen forrowe, 

And plucke nights from me.but not lend a niorrow: 

Thou canft helpe time to furrow me with age, 

But ftoppe no wrincklc in his pilgrimage: 

Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead,thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

King. Thjrfonnc is baniflit vpon good 
Whereto thy tong a party verdift gaue, 

Why at our iuftice feemft thou then to lowre? 

Gaunt. T liings fweet to tafte, prooue in digeftion fowrc, 
You vrgde me as a iudge, but I had rather, 

You would liaue bid me argue like a father: 

Oh had’t beene aftrangcr, not mycliild, 

To fmoqth his fault I fliould liaue beene mo. v ..... — - 
A partial (launder fought 1 to auoide* 

And in the fentence my ownc life deftroyed: 

Alas*I lookt when Tome of you fliould fav, 

I was too fh iift to make mirtcowne away: 

But you gaue leaiie tefmy vnwilling 
Againft my will to do my felfe this 
King, Cooten fare wel, and Vnckle, bid 
Sixe yeares vvebaniflihira and he fhall 
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*A*. Cofin farcwe1»vy!iat pji c fence mud not Icnonr* 

From where you doe rematue let paper (hew. 

Mdr. My Lord, no leaue take 1, for 1 will 
As farre at land will let me by your fide. 

Gaunt. Oh to vvhdt purpofc doed thou hoard 
That thou returned no greeting t;o thy friends 
Bull. 1 hauc too few to cake my leaue of you, 

When the tongues office (hould l^e .prodigall* 

T o breathe the aboundanc dolor the heart* 

Gdunt. Thy griefe it but thy abfence for a time. 

Bull. Ioy abfcntjgriefe is prefent for that time. 

Gaunt. What is fixe wintersjthcy are quickly gone, 

Bui. To menmioy, but griefe makes one hower 
Gdun. Call it a trauaile t hat thou takd for pieafurc* 

Bui. My heart will figh when I mifcall it fo* 

Which findes it an info: ccd pilgrimage. 

Gdun. The fullcn paflage of thy weary deps» 

Edceme as foylewhtrein thou art to fer. 

The prefious Jewell of thy home rctunic. 

Bui. Nay rather euery tedious d ride I make, 

Will but remember me what a deale of world; 

1 wander from the Jewels that I loue. 

Mud I not ferue a long apprcntilhood, 

T o forreine paflages, and in the end, 

Haumg my frccdomc, boad of nothing 
But that I wasa iourncyman to griefe, 

Gdun. All places that the cie of heauen 
Are toa wifeman portes and happiy hauc ns; 

Teach tjty necefsity to reafon thus* 

There is no vertue like necefsity, 

Thinke nottheKingdidbamfbthee* -1 

But thou the King 1 . Woe doth the hcauier fit,' 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne: 

Go,fayl lent thee foorth to purchase honour* 

And not the ICing exildc thee; or fuppofc* 

De uou ring pcdilencc hangs in ouraire. 

And thouai t dying to a frcfiier dime: 

Look* 
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Thclowcri.taire Udmm* thy Hep.,*® mote 
Then a delightful 1 mcafure or a dance, 

FWi^ingforrow hath Leflc power to bite, 

Xhcltan that mocks at it,and fets it ‘‘gnt. 

Bui. Oh who can hold a tier in his hand. 

By thinking on the frofty Caucafusf 
Or cloy the huogry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination ofateaft? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow* 

By thinking on fantafticke fommers heace - . 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good, 

Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe: 

Fell forrowes tooth dothneuer rancklc more. 

Then when he bites, but launceth not the loarc. . 

Gdun. Come come my fonne He bring thee on thy way. 
Had I thy ycuth and caufe»I would not day. 

Bui. Then Englands ground farcwcH,fweet foileadiew. 
My mother and my iiurfc that beares me yeti 
Where eare I wander boad of this I can* 

Though banifht.yet a true borne Englidt roan* Extant. 

Enter the King ttith Bufhie&c * t tne dere } and the 



King We didobferue. Coofen Aumarle. 

How tar brought you high Hereford on his way? 

^tum. 1 brought high Herford, ifyou call him fo» 

But to the next high way, and there 1 left him. 

King And fay, what dore of patting tcarcs were died? 
Aum. Faith none for me* except the Northcafl windc, 
Which then blew bitterly againd our faces. 

Awake the deeping rhewme, andfoby chance 
Did grace our hollow patting with a teare. 
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King W h ats&i d ou r cpjafin . w hie » ybflparted with Hvjm*S 
»"**»• Farewel.&formyharrdrfdained that my tongue 
Shouldfopropbaneth?wordtharcaughtmecraft, ° - 

To CQUutcrfatterofipre fsion of fuel) griefe. 

That wprdsabffHidiLyirjed m’myforrowcs grauc: 

Marry would the workfare wc I haue lengtfaned ho'wers, 
And added yearrstb his ihort banifbmenr. 

He JFould haue hadtivolumcof farevvcjsj 
But fince it would not ( he haduoneofmc* 

King . He is our Coctferis Cctohu, but tisdoubt, : r 

When tune fliall call hijia; home from baoiJhmenf s 
Whetherc.ur (cinfman come to fee his friends. 

Oqr felfeand Bufhic, . 

Obferued hisfourtlhip to the common people. 

How he did feeme to diue into their, harts, 

With humble andfamiliar ccurtefie* 

What reuerence he did throwaway on flaues, 

Wooing poore craf tfmen with the craft of {miles, 

Afid patient vndcr -bearing of his fortune. 

As twere to banifh their affcfls with him, 

Off goes hufjonoctitban oyfferweneh, '• * 

A brace ofdraiuien bid, God fpeedhim wel, 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

Withthankes my countreymen my louingfriendes. " 
As were our England in reuerfion his. 

And hfeOaeifubie^snexodcgrccinhopey/A/; 4 >. v.\s A 
Greene. Wel,he%‘tgtmevahdw«hhim go thefe thoughts:, 
Now for the rebels which (land out in Ireland, 

Expedient mannagemuft be made my liegev 1 
Ere further icyfure yeeld them further mcanes. 

For theiraduantagt'and y our h igh n e s 1 0 fTe . • 

King. V V o will our feife inper/oivto this warre, 

And lor o\ir coffers VCith top greata Icourtj, 

And liberall larges are growe n fo me what light, 

"We are infori t to farm our royal) Realme, 

The reuenewvvhereoiffhafHurnifliVs, - .1 

For our affaires ifi hafldiffchat come fRor% 






Ourfubffitutesat.homc fhall hauc blanke charters. 
Whereto, when they fhalknow what men arc rich* 
They fhal fubferibe them for large fumtnes of gold, 

Aftd fend them after to fupply our wants. 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter Bufiie T With nerves. 

Bu(h. Olde Iphn of Gaunt is grieuous fidee my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath fent port hafte. 

To intreateyour Maieflie to vifite him. 

King Where lies he? 

Bu{h. AtElyhopfe. 

King Nowputit (God)inthePhyfitionjmind, 

To help him to his grauc immediatly: 

The lining of his coffers fhall make coates 
To decke our louldiers forthefe Irifh warres. 

Come gentlemcn,lcts all go vifite him, 

Pray God we may make hafte and come too late, 

Amen Exeunt. 
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Enter John of Gaunt fickewith the duke ofYorke&e. 
Gaunt. Wil the King cpme that I may breathe mylaft? 
In holfome coimffrjl tphis vnftaied youth, 
j y°*ke Vexnct your felfemor ftriue not with yout breath, 

For all in vaine comes counfc 11 to his earc. 

Gaunt. Qh but they fay,die tongues of dying men. 

Inforce attention like deepe harmony: 

*• ^ Where words are fcarce they are fcldbmefpent in vaine. 

For they breathe truth that breathe their wordes in paines 
He that no more muff fay , is liflened more 
Than they whom youth and eafe haue taught to glofe, 
More are mens ends marktthan their hues before: 

The fetting Sunne,and Mufike at the clofe, 

Asthe laftrafteoffweetes isfweeteftlaft, 

Writ in remembrance more than things longpaft, 

Though R.icliard my liues counfell would not heare. 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndcafe his earc. 

Torttc No, it is ftopt with other flattering foundes, 
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As praifes of whofe taffc the wife are found 
Lafciuious mceter*. to whofe venome found 
The opcp eare ofyouth doth alwayes lifted* 

Report of fafhions in proude Italic, 

Whofe maners ft ill our tardy apifh nation 
Limps after in bale imitation: 

Where doth the world thtuft forth a vanitie. 

So it be new,theres no refpe<ft how vile, 

1 hatis notquickly buzdc into his earesf 
Then all too latecoraes Counfcll to be heard* 

Where willdoth mutiny with wit* regard: 

Dircft not him whofe way himfelfe wil chufe* 

Tis breath thou lackff,and that breath wile thou loo(e«' 
Gaunt Me thinkes l am a prophet new infpirdc. 
And thusexpiring do foretell of him. 

Hts rath fierce blaze of ryot cannot lafb 
For violent fires (bone burne out thcmfclucs* 

Small fhourcslaft long, but fodaine (formes are fhort: 
He tires betimes that lpurs too faff betimes 
With eagre feeding foode doth choke the feeder. 
Light vanitie infatiate cormorant, 
Confumingmeanesfoone praiesvponit fclfer 
This royall throne of Kings, this feeptred lie* 

This earth of maieftie, this feateofMars, 

This other Edcn,demy Paradice, 

This fbrtrcfTc built by Nature for her fclfe, 

Againfl infc&ion and the hand of warre. 

‘ This happy breede of men. this little world. 

This precious done fet in the filuer fca, 

Which ferues it in the office ofa wall. 

Or as moate defenfiuc to a houfe, 

Againff the enuie of leflc happier lands. 

This bleflcd plot.this earth, this realme.this England, 
T his nurfe, this teeming woinbe of royall Kings, 
Fcard by their breed, and famous by theyr byrtn, 
Renowned for theyrdeedes as far from home* 

For chriftian feruicc>and tiue chiualry, 
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A* is the fepulchie in nubburne Iewry, 

Of the worlds pmfonie bleffed Maries fonne: 

This land of fuch deare foules,thi$ decre deere land, 
Deare for her reputation through the world, 

Is now leafde out j 1 dye pronouncing it. 

Like to a tenement or pelting Farme. 

England bound in with the triumphant fea, 

Whofe rockie fhoarc beates b.tckc the enuious flege 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with fhame. 

With inckie blots, and rotten parchment bonds: 

That England that was wont to conquer others. 

Hath made a fliamefull conqieft of it fclfe: 

Ah would the fcandall vaniih with my life, 

How happy then were my enfuing death? 

Tor^e T he King is come, deale mildely with his youth, 
For young hot colts being ragde. do rage the more. 



Enter king an i Q ueene.&c. 

Qjjtene How fares oui noble vncle Lancaffer? 

King What comfort man? how iff with aged Gaunt? 
Gaunt O Ik>w that name befits ray compofition! 

Old Gaunt indecde,and gaunt in being oldc: 

Within me Griefe hath kept a tedious faff. 

And whoabfiaines frommeate that is not gaunt? 

For fieeping England long time haue I watcht. 
Watching brccdcs lcanencflc,lcanenefle is all gauntt 
The pleafure thatfome fathers feede vpon 
Is my ftriff faff; I meanc my childrens Jookes, 

And therein falling haft thou made me gaunt: 

Gaunt am 1 for the grauc, gaunt as a grauc, 

Whole hollow wombe inherites naught but bones. 

King Can ficke men play fo nice ly with their names? 

Gaunt Nornirery makcsfporttomockeitfelfe, 

Since thou doff fccke to kill my name in me, 

J mockc my namc(great King) ro flatter thee. - 
King Should dying men flatter with thofe that liucf 
Gaunt No no, men liuing flatter thole that die. 

King 
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King, Thou new a dying fay eft thou flattereft me. 

Gaunt, Oh no, thoudieft, though I the fickcr us 

King, l am in health, I breathe, and fee thee ill. 

Gaunt, Now he that made me knowes 1 fee thee 
111 in my fclfe to fee,and in thee, feeing illi 
Thy death-bed is no lefler than thy land* 

W herein thou lieft in reputation ficke, 

And thou too carelefle pacient as thou art 
Commitft thy annoy nted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyfitions that firft 
A thoufand flatterers fit within th 
Whofe compafle is no bigger than thy 
And yet imaged in fo fmall a verge, 

Thewaftc is nowhitleflcr than thy land: 

Oh had thy grandfire with a Prophets eie, 

Seene howhisfonncsfonnefhould deftroy 
From forth thy reach he would haue laid thy fliame, 
Depofing thee before thou wert pofleft, 

Which art pofleft now to depofe thy fclfe: 

Why coufin wert thou regent of the world. 

It were a fliame to let this land by leafe: 

But for thy world enioying but' this land. 

Is it not more than fliame to fliame it fo? 

Landlord of England art thou now* not, nbtKing, ' 
Thy ftate oflawe is bondflaue to the lawc, 

And thou 

King. Alunatikeleane-wittedfoole, 

Prefuming on an agues priuiiedge, 

Dareft with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheeke.chafingtheroyall bloud 
With furie. from his natiue l'efidence, 

Now by my feates right royall maieftie, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonne. 

This tong that runnesfo roundly in thy head. 

Should runne thy head from thy vnreuerent flioulders. 

Gaunt Oh fpare me not my brothers Edwards foyne, 
For that I was his Either Ed wards fonne* 
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That bloud already like the Pell ican, 

Haft thou tapt out and drunkcnly carowft, 

Mybrother Glocefter plaine well meaning foule, 

Whom faire befall in heauen mongft happy foulcs, 

Maie be a prefidentand witnes good: 

That thou rcfpe&ft not fpilling Edwards bloud: 

Ioine with the prefent ficknes that I haue* 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too long withered flower, 

Liue in thy lhame,but die not fliame with thee, 

Thefe words hereafter thy tormentors be, 

Convay me to my bed then to my graue, 

Loue they to liuc that loue and honour haue. 

Exit. 

King And let them die that age and fullens haue, 

For both haft thouuand both become the graue. 

York* I doe bcfecch your Maiefty, impute his words 
T o waiward ficklincs and age in him, 

He loues you on ray life, and holdes you deere. 

As Harry Duke of Hereford were he here. 

King Right.you fay true, as Hetcfords loue,fo his 
Astheirs,fo mine.andall be as it is. (ieftie, 

T^orth, My liege, old Gauut commends him to your Ma- 
King What (aieshe? 

Tforth, Nay nothing, all is faid: 

His tongue is now a ftringlcfle inftrument, 

Words, life, and al,old Lancafterhath fpent, 

Yorke Be Yoi ke the next' that muft be bankrout fo. 
Though deathbe poore.it ends a mortall wo. 

King The ripeft fruit firft fals,and fo doth he. 

His rune is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be; 

So much for that. Now for our Irifli wars, 

We muft (upplant thofe rough rugheaded kernes, 

VV Iiich lme like venome, where no venome dfe, 

Butonely they haue priuiiedge to liue. 

And for thefe great affaires do askc fomc charge. 

Toward* our afsiftancc wc doe feuze to v*: 
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The plate, coine, reucncwes,and moueabfe s 
Whereof our Vnckle Gaunt did ftand pofleft. 

Y orke How long fhal I be patient!' ah how long 
Shall tender duty make me fuffer wrong? 

Not Glocc tiers death, not Hereford* bam foment. 

Nor Gauntcs rebukes, nor England* priuate wrongs. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrooke, 

About his tnariadge,nor my owne difgrace, 

Haue eucrmade me fowermy patient cheeke> 

Of bende one wrinckle on my foucraignesfacej 
I am the laft of noble Edwards fonnes. 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was fwft 
In warre was neuer Lyon ragde more fierce. 

In peace was neuer gentle lambe more milde, 

Then was that young and princely Gentleman: 

His face thou hall, for euen fo lookt hes 
Accoaiplifot with a number ofthy howers; 

But when he frowned it was againft the french. 

And not againfl his friends: his noble hand 
Did w in what he did fpendc, and fpent not th 
Which Iiis triumphant fathers hand hid wonnes 
His hands were guilty ofno kinred bloud*. 

But bloudie with the enemies of hiskinne 
Oh Richard; Yorkc is too far gone with 
Or elfe he neuer would compare betweei 
King Why Vnckle whats the matter? 

York* Oh my liege-, pardonc me ifyou 
I f not I pleafd not to be pardoned»am con 
Seeke you to feaze and gripe into your ban 
The roialtiesand rights of baniilit Hereford 
Is not Gaunt dead? and cloth not Hereford 
Was not Gaunt iuft ? and is not Harric true? 

Did not the onedeferue to haue an heire? 

Is nothis heireawcll deferuingfonne? 

Take Hcrefordes lightes away, and takefrom time 
His charters, and his cuflomarie rightes $ 

Let not to morrow then eiifue to daie: 

-Be not thy felfc . For ho w ait thou a King Bet 



K'w£ Rich/urd theficwf. 

But by faire fequenceandfuccelsion? 

Now afore God God forbidde I fay true, ^ 

If you doe wrongfully feaze Hercfords rightes* 

Call in the letters patents that he hath 
By his attsurneies generall to fue 
His liuery»and deny his offred homage, 

You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head, 

You loofc a thoufand wel l aifpoted hearts. 

And pricke my tend er patience to thofc thoughts* 

Which honour,and allcageance cannot thinkc. 

King Thinke what you wil, we ceafe i nto our hands 
His plate, his goods, his money and his landes. 

Yorke He not be by the while, my liege farewell. 

What will enfue hereof then none can tell: 

Butbybadcourfesmaybe vnderftood 

That their euents can neuer fall out good. Exit. 

King Go Bufoie to the Earle of Wiltfoircftraight, 
Bidhim repairc to vs to Ely houfc. 

To fee this bufines: to morrow next 
We will for Ircland>and tis tim c I trow, 

And we create in abfence of our felfe. 

Our Vnckle Yorke Lord gouernour of England; 

For he is iuft,and alwaies loued vs well: 

Come on our Quecnc, to morrow muft we part* 

Be merry, for our time of ftaie is fhort. 

gxettnt King nniQueent : Mdnet North. 
Worth. Well Lords,the Duke of Lancaller is dead. 

Raffe Andliuingto,fornowhis fooneisDuke. 
a Will. Barely in title, not in reuenewes. 

North. Richly in both if iuftice had her right, 

Kpffe My heart is great,but it muft breake with filence, 
Eart be disburdened with a liberall tongue, 

N oith. Nay fpcake thy mind, Sc let him nere fpeak e more 
That fpcakes thy wordsagaine to doc thee harme. (ford? 
Wil. T ends that thou wouldft fpeake to the Duke of Her* 
If it be fo,out with it boldly man, 

Quicke is mine care to hcate of good towards him. 
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Koffe No good at all that I can doe for him, 

VnlefR youcall it good topitty him. 

Bereft, and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now afore God tis fhame fuch wrongs arc 
Inhim a royall Prince and many mo, 

Ofnoble blond in this declining land, 

T he King is not himfelfe, but bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they will informe* 

Meerely in hate gainft any of vs all, 

That will the King feuerely profecute, 

Gainft vs, our hues, our children, and our heires* 

R offe The commons hath he pild with grieuot 
And quite loft their hearts. The nobles hath he 
For ancient quarrels and quite loft th 
Willo, Anddaily new exa&ionsarc 
As blanches, beneuolences, and I wot not whatr 
But what a Gods name doth become of this? 

T^orth. Wars hath not wafted it. for 
But bafely yeeldcd vpon compromife. 

That winch his noble aunccftors atchiued with 
More hath he fpent in peace then they in wars. 

Roffe The Earle of Wiltshire hath the realme in firme. 
Will. The King growen banckront like a broken man, 
T^orth. Reproch anddiflblutionhangeth ouerhim. 

R ofie He hath not money for thefe Irifh wars, 

His buithenous taxations notwithftanding, 

But by the robhingofthe banifht Duke. 

T^orth. His noble kinfmanmoft degenerate King, 

But Lords we heare this fearefull tempeft ling, 

Yet fecke noftielter toauoid the ftorme: 

We fee.the windfitfore vpon cur fades. 

And yet we fluke not, butfectfrelyperifh. 

Boffe We fee the very wracke that wemuft fuffer. 

Arid vnauoided is the danger now 
For fuffering fo the caufes of our wracl 
North. Not fo.euen through the hollow eies or aeauij, 

I fpie life pec ring but I dare not fay. 
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How neere thetidings ofeur comfort is. 

Wit Nay let vs lhare thy thoughts as thou ooft ours. 
Rolle Be confident to fpeake Northumberland 

We three are but thy felfe, and fpeakmgfo 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus,! hauc from le Port Blan 
A Bay in Brittaine receiude intelligence, 

That Harry duke of Hefford, Rainold L.Cobhani 
That late broke fromthe Duke of Exeter 
His brother, archbifhop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, fit IohnRamfton, _ . 

Sir IohnNorbery, fir Robert Waterton,and Francis Gome 
All thefe well furmftied by the Duke of Brit tame 
With eighttall fhippes, three thoufand men or warre, 

Are making hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly meane to touch our N orthernc fnore: 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flay 
Th edit ft departingof the King for Ireland. 

Ifthen we /hall fhake off our flauifb yoke, 

Impe out our drowping countries broken wing, 

Redeeme from Broking pawne the blemiftit Crowne, 
Wipe off the duft that hides our Scepters guilt. 

And make high Maieftie looke like it felfe. 

Away with meinpoft toRauenfpurghi 
But ifyou faint, as fearing todo fo. 

Stay, and be fecretsand my felfe will go. 

Rojie To horfe,to horfe, vrge doubts to them that reare, 
nxillo. Holde outmy horfe, and I will firft be there. 
Exeunt. 

Enter the Queene,BuJhie,E<tgot. 

Bufh. Madam, your maieftie is too much fad, 

You promift, when you parted with the King, 

To lay afidc life-harming heauines, 

Andentertaine a cheerefull difpofition. 

Queene To pleafe the king I did, to plcafe my felfe 
I cannot do itj- yet 1 know no caufe 
Why I fliould welcome fuch a gueft as Gricfe, 
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Saue bidding farewell to fo fweete a gueft, 

As my fweete Richard : yet agaync me thinkej 
Some vnborne lorrow ripe in Fortunes wombe. 

Is comm ngtovyardesmeand ray inward foule. 

With nothing trembles, at lbmcthing it grieues. 

More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Eufiie Each fubftancc of a griefe hath twenty fliadowes* 
Which ftiew es like griefe it fclfc,but is not fo: 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding tearcs, 

D'.uides one thing entire to many obie&s. 

Like perfpe£iiues. which rightly gazdc vpon 
Shew nothing but confufion; eyde awry, 

Diftinguifh forme : fo your fweet maicftie. 

Looking awry' vpon your Lords departure. 

Findc fhapes of griefe more than himfelfc to waile, 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught but lhadows 
Of what it is not; then thrice (gracious Queene) 

More thenyour Lords departure weep 
Or if it be, Cis with falfe Sorrowes eye. 

Which for things true.wccpes things imaginarie 
q ueene It may be fo; but yet my inward fouls 
Perlwadcs me it is otherwi 1c : how ere it bc» 

I cannot but be lad : fo hcauie fad, 

As thought on thinking on no thought I 
Makes me with heauy nothing faint and 
Bftft. Tu nothing but conceit my gratious 
Queene T is nothing lefle : conceit is ftill dcriu 
From fome forefather griefe, mine is not (b. 

For nothing hath begot ray fomething griefe. 

Or fomething hath the nothing that I grieue, 

Tis in rcuerfion that I do poflefle. 

But what it is that is not yet knowen what, 

| cannot name, tis name lefle woe I wot. 

Greene God fauc your maiefty, and wellmet Gentlemen, 
I hope the King is not yet fliipt for Ireland. 

Queene Why hoped thou fo? tis better hopeh 
For hisdcflgncs crane hade, his hafle good hope: 

Then wherefore doftthou hope he is not fliipt? v ,.-~ 



King Richard thefecond. 

Greene That he our hope might haue retirdehis power, * 
And driuen into defpaire an enemies hope, 

Who ftrongly hath fetfooting in this I a nek 
The ban i flit Bullingbrooke repeal es himfeife. 

And with vpliftcd armes is fafe ariude at Rauenfpurgh, 
Queene Now God in heauen forbid. 

Gteene Ah Madam! tis too true, andthat is worfc: 

The lord Northumberland, hisfon yong H.Pcrcic, 

The lords of Rofle.Beaumond, and Willoughby, 

With all their powerful friends are fled to him, 

Eujb. Why haue you not proclaimd Northumberland 
And al the reft rcuoltcd faftion, traitoursf 
Greene We haue, whereupon the earle of W orceftcr 
Flath broken his Staffe, refignd his Stewardship, 

And al the houfhold feruants fled with him to Bullingbrook 
Queene So Greene, thou art the midwife to my woe. 

And Bullingbrooke my forowesdifmall heire, . 

Now hath my foule brought forth her predigie, 

And la gafping new deliuerd mother, 

Haue woe to vs-oe,forow to fo-ow ioynde 
Eujht'e Difpaire not Madam. 

Queene Who fhall hinder me? 

I will difpaire and be at enmiti e 
With coufcning Hope, he is a flatterer^ 

A parafite, a keeper backe of Death, 

Whogcntly would difloluethe bands cf life, 

Which falfe Hope iingers in extremitie. 

Greene Here comes the Duke of Yoike. 

Queene With fignesofwarabouthis agedneckc, 

Oh ful of careful! bufines are his looker! 

Vnde.for Gods fake fpe>ake comfortable wordes. 

Torke Should I do fo I fhould bcly my thoughts. 
Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothing hues butcrofles,cares and griefe: 

Your husband, he is gone to faue far off, 

Whilft others come to make him loofe at home: 

Hcerc am 1 left to vnderprop his land. 
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Who weakc with age cannot fupportmy felfe. 

Now comes the ficke houre that his furfec made, 

Now (hall he trie his friends that flatterd him. 

Struingman My Lord, your fon was gone before I camci 
Torke He was; why fo go all which way it will: 

The nobles theyare fled, the commons they are colde, 

And will (Ifearel reuolton Herefords fide. 

Sirra.gct thee to Plalhie to my filler Glocefter, 

Bid her fend me prefcntly a thoufand pouod. 

Hold take my ring. 

Seruingman My Lord, I had forgot to tel your Lordlhip; 
To day as 1 came by I called there. 

But I (hall grieue you to report the reft. 

Y orke Whatiftknaue? 

Seruingman An houre before 1 came the Dutchcfle died. 
Y or£e God for his mercy, what a tide ofwoes 
Comes ruftiing on this wofull land at onccl • 

1 know not what to do * 1 would to God, 

(So my vntfuth had not prouokthim to it) 

The King had cut off my head with my brothers. 

What are there no Ports difpatcht for Ireland? 

How (hal wc do for money for thefe wars i 
Come filler, coufin I would fay, pray pardon me: 

Go fellow get thee home, prouide fome cartes, 

And bring away the armour that is there. 

Gentlemen, will you go mufter men? 

If I know how or which way to order thefe affayres 
Thus diforderly thruft into my bands, 

Neuer belccue me sbothare my kinfmen, 

Tone is my (oueraigne, whom both my oath 

And duety bids defend; tother againe 

Is my kinfman, whomthe King hath wrongd, 

Whom confcience.and my kinredbids to right. 

Wei feme what we muff do: Come coufin, 

lie difpole ofyou: Gcntlemen,goiwftcr vpyourmcn, 

Andmeetcme prefently atBatkly: ' 

I ftiould to Plalhie too, but time wil pat per-nut - . • ^ 
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AUisvaeuen, and euery thing is left at fixe and feauen. 

Exeunt Duke.Qu man.Bu jfi. Green, 
Bufh. The winde fits fairc for newes to go for Ireland, 
But none returnes. For vs to leuie power 
Proportionable to the enemy is all vnpofsiblc. 

Gree, Befides our nccrenes to theKing in loue. 

Is ncarethe hate ofthofe louc not the King. 

Bag. And that is the waucring commons, for their louc 
Lies in their purfes, and who fo empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bufh. Wherein the King (lands generally ccndemnd. 

Bag. If judgment licin them, then fo do wc, 

Bccaufe wc euerhaue beene ncere the King. 

Gree. Well I will for refuge ftraight to Brifl. Caflle, 

The Earle of Wiltlhire is already there. 

Bufh. Thither will I with you.for little office 
Will the hatefull commons perfburme forvs. 

Except like curs to tcare vs all to pieces: 

Will you go along with vs 2 
Bag, No, I will to Ireland to his Maiefty, 

Farewell if hearts prefagesbc not vaine, 

Wc three here part that ncre (hall mcete againe, 

Bufh. Thats as T(orke tbriues to beat backe Bullingbrook. 
Gree. Alas poore Duke thetaske he vndertakes. 

Is numbring finds, and drinking Oceans drie, 

Where one on his fide fights, thoufands will flic: 

Farewell at once,for once, for all, and euer. 

Bujlt, Wclljwc may mecte againe. 

Bag. 1 feare me neuer. 

Enter Hereford, 'Northumberland. 

Bull. How far is it my Lord to Barckly nowJ 
Ngrth. Belceue me noble Lord, 

I am a llrangcr here in GJocefler(bire, 

Thefe high wild hits and rough vneuen wales, 

Drawes out our miles and makesthem wearilbme. 

And yet your faite difeourfe hath beene as fugar. 

Making the hard way fwcete and delegable, 

E But 
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But I bethinke me what a weary way 
From Rauenfpurgh to Cotfhall will be found. 

In RofTe and Willoughby wanting your company. 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild, 

The tedioufneflc and procefTe of my trauells 
But theirs is fweetned with the hope to haue 
The prefent benefit which I pc flefl'cr. 

And hope to ioy is little leffe m ioyc» 

Then hope enioyed: by this the weai y Lords 
Shall make their way feeme fhort as mine hath done. 

By fight of what rhaue,ycur noble company. 

BkII, Of much lcfle value is my company, 

Then your good vvordes.But who comes here? 

Enter Harry Per fie. . 

N orth. It is iny Tonne young Harry Perfy, 

Sent from my brother Worceller whsnccfoeucr. 

Harry, how' fares your Vnckle ? (of you, 

El. Tar. I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 
"North. Why is he not with the Queene? 

H.Tcr. No my good Lord,hc hath foifookc the court. 
Broken his ftaffe ofoificeand difpetft 
The houlhold of the IGng, 
filar th. What was hisreafon,he was not forefo.ude, 
When lafl we fpakc rogither? 

H Ter. Becaufe your Loiwasproclaimed traitor. 

But he my Loris gone to Rauenfpurgh. 

To offer feruice to theDuke of Hereford, 

And lent me ouer by Barckly to difeouer, 

What power the Duke of Yotke had leuied there, 

Then with directions to repaire to Rauenfpurgh, 

North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hereford*, boy? 
H.Tcr. No my good Lo: for that is not forgot. 

Which nere I did remember, to my knowledge 
I neuer in my life didlookeon him, 
filprth. Then leaf ne toknow him now, thisistlie Duke. 
H .Ter. My gracious Los I tender you my feruice, 

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 

W hich elder daies lhal ripen and confirxnc 
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To more approued feruice and defert. 

Buffi I'thanke thee gentle Perly, and be fine* 

1 count myfelfe in nothing clfe fo happy, 

As in a foulc remenibnng my good friends. 

And as my fortune ripens with thy loue, 

It fhalbe ftill thy true loues recompencc, 

My heart this couenant makes, my hand thus feales it* 
North, How'farrcisit to Barckly, and what flur 
Keepcs good old Yorkc there with his men of war? 

H.Ter , There Hands the Caftle by yon tuft of trees, 
Mand with 300. men as I haue heard. 

And in it are the Lords of Yorke Barkly and Seymer, 

None elfe of name and noble cftimate. 

Tlorth. Here come the Lords of Roffeand \\ ihoughby, 
Bloudy with fpurring, fiery red with hafte. 

Bull, VVclcome my Lords, I wot your loue purfucs, 

A banifht traitor: all my treafury 

Is yet but vnfelt thanks, which more inricht, 

Shalbe your loue and labours recompence. 

Rope Your prefence makes vs rich, moft noble Lord. 
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lull. I (hall not need tranfport my words by you, 

Here comes his grace in perfon,my noble Vncklc’.* 

Torke Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
YVhofe duetyisdeceiueable andfalfe. 

Bull, My gratious Vncklc. 

Tor. Tut tut, grace me no grace, nor vncklc me no vncklc 
I am no traitors Vnckle , and that word ©race 
3nan vngratious mouth is but propliane: 

Why haue thofe banifht and forbidden legs, 

Dard once to touch a duft of England* ground: 

Futthen more why? why haue they dard to march. 

So many miles vpon her peacefull bofomc. 

Frighting her palefac’t villadgeswith warre. 

And oflcntation of defpifed armes? 

Comft thou becaufe the annointed king is hence? 

Why foolifh boy the King is left behinclc. 

And in my loiallbofomelies his power, 
WerelbutnowLorcf of fuch hot youth,. 

As when braue Gaunt thy father and my fc/fe, 

Refcued the blacke prince that young Mars of men#. 
Fromforth the ranckcs of many thoufand french,; 

G then how quickly thou Id this arme of mine, 

Now prifoncr to the Palfie chaflife thee. 

And minifter correction to thy fault! 

Bull. My gratious Vnckleletme know mj' fault,. 

On what condition ftandsit and. wherein? 

Torkt Euen in condition ofthe worft degree,. 

In grofle rebellionand detelledtrealon. 

Thou arta banifht man and here art come. 

Before the expiration of thy time. 

In Brauing armes againft thy foueraigne. 

’Bull. As f was Sanifht.I was bani fht Hereford*. 

But as I come. I come for Lahcafler, 

And noble Vnckle I befeech your grace* 

Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent cicr 
You are my father, forme thinkesinyou 
Jfee old Gaunt aliuc. Oh thernny father, 
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xirig Ikliritltfmnd. 

Will V»U permit that I ihall ftand condemnd 

A wandenngvagabond, my rights and royalties 
Plucktftom my arracs perforce-, and gmenaway 
To vpftart vnthrifts? wherefore was 1 borne? 

J{ that my coufin King be King in England, 
lemuftbe granted I am duke of Lancaftcr: 

You haue a fonne, tlumerle.my noble coufin. 

Had you firft died, and he bin thus trod downc. 

He fhould haue found his vrrcle Gaunt a father. 

To rowzchis wrongs and chafe them to the baia 
lam deny cd to fue my Liuery here. 

And yet my letters pattents giue me leaue. 

My fathers goods arc all diftrainde and fold, 
Andthefe»and all, are all amiffe employed. 

What would you haue me do? 1 am a fubieftj 
And I challenge law, Atturnies are denied me. 

And therefore pcrfonally I lay my claime 
To my inheritance offree defeent. 

North. The noble Duke hath bin too much abulcd. 

Kpfie It ftands your Grace vpon to do him right. 

ruoillo. Bate men by his endowments are made great. 

Torke My Lordsof England,letme tell you this: 

I haue had feeling of my coufins wrongs. 

And labourd all I couldtodo hitn right: 

But in this kind to come, in brauing armes 
Behis ewne caruer.and cut out his way, 

Tofinde out right wyth wrong it may not he: 

And you that do abette him in this kindc* 

Cherilh rebellion,and are rcbells all. 

North. The noble Duke hath fworne hiscommieg is, 
Bat for his owne ;and for thc right of that. 

We al haue ftrongly fworne to giue himayde: 

And let him neuer lee ioy that breakes that oath* 

Yor^e Wei wekl fee the iffue of thefe armes, 

I cannot mcnditl muffneedes confeffe, 

Becaufe my power is weake and all ill left: 

But if! could, by him that gaue me life, 
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I would attach you all , and make you floope 
Vntothe foueraigne mercie'of the king; . ... . , 

But fince I cannot, be it knowen vnto you, 

I do remaine .isnewtcr,fo fere you well, 

V nleflc you pleafe to enter in the caftlc. 

And there repefe you for this night. 

Bull. An offer vncle that we wil l accipt, r'A r ^ f 
But we mu ft winne your Grace to go vv“ L 
To Bfiftow caftic,which they /ay is helc 
By Bufliie.Bagof.and their complices. 

The caterpi Hers of the commonwealth , 

Which I haue fwornc to weede and plucks a way. ■ 

Torke It may be I will go with you, but yet He pawfe. 
For lam loath to breake our countries Jawcs. 

Nor friends, nor foes tome welcome you are: 

Things paft redrefle, arc now with me part care. Exeunt. 

€ nler eric of Salisbury snd a 
<X3jelc/i, My lord of Salisbury, we nauc x 
And hardly kept our countrymen togeth er, 

And yet we-heare no tidings from the King, 

Therefore we will difper/e our felues, farewell. 

S*lif. Stay yet an other day, thou 
The* i.ing repofethall his confidence in thee 
r C Delch. Tis thought the King is dead;wc 
The bay trees in our country are al witherd. 

And Meteors fright the fixedfrarres of heauen, 

The pale-facde rooone lookes bloudie on the earth. 

And leane-lookt prophets whifpei fearefull chang 
Rich mcnlooke fad. and tuffians daunce and 
The one in fearc to loofe what they enioy, 

TMc other to enioy by rage and warre: 

Thefcfignes forerunne the death or fail o 
Farewc!i,our eountryrtcnarc gone and fled. 

As well affmed Richard their King is dead. 

Salif. Ah Richardl with the eicsofheauy mind 
1 fee thy glory like a /hooting /larre 
:• - • Fall 




King Richard thefecond. 

Fall to the bafe earth from the firmament. 

Thy funne fets weeping in the lowly weft, 

Witnefsmg ftormes to come, wo, and vnreft, 

Thy friends arc fled to wait vpon thy foes. 

And crofly to thy good all fortune g bes. 

Enter Duke of Herep»rd 1 Yorfe 1 Northmber/< , *J 
Bufbieand Greenepr if oners. 

Bull. Britigforthrhefe men. 

Bu/hie and Greene, I Will not vex your foules. 

Since prcfcntly your foules muft part your bodi 
With too much vrging your pernitious hue j. 

For twere no chart tie; yet to wafh your blond 
From offmy hands, heere in the view of men 
Iwill vnfold fome caufes of your deaths: 

Youbauc milled a Prince, a royal! King, 

A happy Gentleman in bloud and lineaments. 

By you vuhappied, and disfigured dcanc. 

You haue in manner withyourlmfullhoures 

Made a diuorce betwixt hisQuecnc and hinv 

Broke the poflefsion of a’royall bed, 

And ftainde the beuticofa faire Queenescbeekes 
With teares,drawenfromher eies by your fowl 
My fclfe a Prince,by fortune of my birth, 

Neere to the King in bloud,and neere in 
Till you did make him mifinterpret me, 

Haue ftoopc my necke vnderyour iniuries, 

Andfigh’tmy Englilh breath inforren cloudes. 

Eating thebilter bread -of bani/hmear, 

Whilft you haue fed vpon my fegniories, 

Difparkt my parkes,and felld my forreft woods, 

From my owne windowes torne nay hou/hold cpatCj >■ b ■ . 
Ractoutmy impreefc, leauing me no fignepn-WGii;'" : .nfoCI 
Saue mcnsopinions,.ind my lining bloud, qiu'. i ■■■•■ • ri V7 
To Ihew the world lama gentleman. 

This land much more, muebmore theh twice a-lf this 
jLondcur ; you to the death ; foe them detiueied&uei: bs; ... 

lorxeci!.Ka;rand.diehandofdeath^rn.3u‘' >) sh' - ' jio '/v 
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Vafk. More welcome is the Broke of death tome, 
ThanBullingbrooke to England, Lordsfarewell. 

Greene My comfort is, that hcauen will take our fouics, 
And plague iniufticc with the paines of hell, 

Bui. My Lord Northumberland, fee them difpatchtr 
Vncle, you fay the Queene is at your houfe, 

For Gods fake fairely let her be intreated, 

Tel her I (end to her my kinde commends; 

Take fpecial care my greetings be dehuered. 

Y orke Agentleman of mine I hauedilpatcht, 

With letters of your loue to her at large. 

Bui. T hankes(gentlc vncle:) Come Lords, away, 

To fight with Glendorand his complices, 

A while to worke, and after holiday. Exeunt. 

Enter the Ktng Aumerle,Carleil>&‘e. 

King Barkloughly caftle call they this at hand? 

%Aum. Yea my Lord, How brookes your Grace the ayre 
After your late tofsing on the breaking fees? 

King Ncedes mod I like it well, 1 weepe for ioy. 

To ftand vpon my kingdome once againe: 

Deere earth Ido falutc thee with my hand, 

Though rebels wound thee with their horfeshoofes: 

As a long parted mother with her childff 
Playes fondly with her teares and fmiles in meeting*, 

So weeping.fmiling greete I thee my earth, 

And do thee.fauours with my royal l hands; 

Feede not thy Soucraignes foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy fvveetes comfort his raucncus fence, 

But let thy Spiders that fucke rp thy venome. 

And heauy-gatedtoades lie in thtyr way. 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feete. 

Which with vfurptng ffeps do trample thee, 

Ycelde Hinging nettles to mine enemies: 

And wherithey-fiomthy bofomc plucke aflower. 

Guard it I pray thee with a lurking Adder, 

Whofc double tongue may. wyikalmortall touch, 






King HichArd thefecend, 

Throwe death vpon thy foueraignes enemies, 

Mocke not my fence les coniuration Lords, 

This earth fhall haue a feeling, and thefe ftones, 

Proue armed fouldieri ere her natiue King, 

Shall faulter vnder foule rebellions armes. 

Carl. Feare not my Lord, that power that made you king; 
Hath power to keepe you king in fpightofall, 

The mcanes that heauens yeclo rnuft Sc imbrac’t 
And not negleifed. Elfc heauen would. 

And we will not, heauens offet.we refufe, 

The profered mcanes of fuceors and redreffe. 

Awn. He meancs ray Lor that we are too rcmifTc, 

Whilft Bulli ngbrooke through our fecurity, 

Growes ftrong and great in fubfiancc and in power. 

King Pifcomfortablc Coofen know if thou not. 

That when the fearchiug eicofheauen is hid, 

Behinde the globe that lights the lower world, 

Then thecues and robbers range abroad vnfeene, 

In murthers and in outrage bouldy here. 

But when from vnder this tcrreftriall ball. 

He fires the proud tops of the eafterne pines, 

And dartes his light through euery guilty hole. 

Then murtherSitreafons and detefted finnes, 

The cloake ofnight being pluckt from off their backs, 
Stand bare and naked trembling at thcmfelucs ? 

So when this thiefe, this traitor Bullingbrookc, 

Who al I this while hath reueld in the night, 

Whilft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vs riling in our throne the call, 

His trcalonswill fit blufhing in his face. 

Not able to endure the fight of day, 

But felfe affrighted tremble at hisfinne, 

Not all the water in the rough rude fe a. 

Can walh the balme off from an annoint 
Tl»e breath of worldly men cannot 
The deputy defied by the Lord, 
that Bullingbrookc 
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To lifte flirewd fteele againft our gol den croyvne, 

God for his Ric: hath in heauenly pay, 

A glorious Angel!; then if Aogels fight, 

Wcake men muftfa!l,forheauenftillgaidesthe right, 

Enttr Saltsb. 

King Welcome my lo:how far off lies your power? 

Sa/if. Nor nearc nor farther off my gratiods Lo: 

Than this weakc arme jdifeorofort guides my tongue# 

And bids me fpcake of nothing but Defpairei ' koA 

One day too late I feare me noble Lo: 

Hath clouded all thy happy daics on earth: 

O call backe yefierday, bid Time returnc, , " 

And thou fhalt haue twelue thoufand fighting men, 

To day to day vnhappie daie too late, 

Ouerthrowes thy ioiesfriends, fortune andthy (late# 

For all the Wellhmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke difperft and fled. 

^4 urn. Comfort my liege , why lookes your grace To pale. 

King But now^he blond of 20000. men. 

Did triumph in my face, aiid they are fled: 

Andtill fonjuch bloudthitbercomeagaine, li#5 fcSr 
Haue I not realon to looke pale and dead? 

All foulcs that vyilbefafe, flie from my fide, 

For time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. 

iAum. Comfort my liege remember who you ate. 

King I had forgot my feife,am I not King? 

Awake thou coward Maiefty thou fleepeft. 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names? ' 1 
Arme arme, my name a puny fubicdl flukes. 

At thy great glorie, looke notto the ground. 

Ye fauouritesofaKing,arc we not high# 

High be our thoughts/ 1 know my Vnckle Yorke, 

Hath power enough to feme ourturnerbut who comes here? 
Enter Scroope. 

Sera. More health and Istppines betide my liege, 

Then can my care tunde tongue deliuer him, 

\ King Mine eare is‘open,and my hart prepard. 

The 
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Kite* Richard the/tewd. 

The worft is Worldly loflc thou canft vnfcld, 

Say, is my kingdome loft? why twas my care. 

And what lolte is ic tobe rid ofcare? 

Stnues Bullingbrooke to be as great as we, 

Greater he jfhall not be, if he feruc God, 

Wcele feruc him to, and be his fellow fo: 

Rcuolt our fubicflsjthat we cannot mendc, 

They breake their faith to God as well as vs: 

Crie woe, definition, ruine,and decay# 

The worft is death, and death will haue Jus day. 

Sera. Glad am I» that your highnes is fo armde, 

Tobeare the tidings ofcalamity, . 

Like an vnfeafonable ftormie day, 

■Which makes the bluer riuers drowne their ftiores. 

As if the world were all diflfolude totearcs: 

So high aboue his limits fwels the rage 
Of Bullingbrooke couering your fearcfull land. 

With hard bright fteele, and harts harder then fteele. 

White beards haue armd their thin and haireles fealpes 
Againft thy male fly. 'boies with womens voices. 

Stride t^lpeake big and clap their femal joints, 
Inftiffe^nweildy arnaes againft thy crownc. 

Thy very beadfmen learne to bend their bowes, 

Of double fttall ewe againft thy ftatc. 

Yea diftaffe women mannage ruftie bils 
Againft thy feate<both young and old rebell. 

And all goes worfe then I haue power to tell. 

King Too well too well thou telft a tale fo ill, 

• Where is the Earle of Wiltfhire? where is Bagot? 

What is become of Bulhie? where isGteene? 

That they haue let the dangerous enemy, 

Meafure our confines with filch peacefull fteps. 

If we preuaile, their heads ftiallpay for it: 

1 warrant they haue made peace with Bulling. 

Scro, Peace haue they made with him indeed my Lord. 

King Oh vi Haines, vipers, damnd without redemption. 
Dogs eafily woon to fayrac on any man* 

•a : F 2 Snakes 
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Snakes in my hart bloudwarnid^hlit fling my hart. 

Three ludafles,each one thrife worfe then Judas, 

Would they make peac<?terriblc hd, .j i 
Make war vpon their (potted foulesfor this. » 
i’ero. Sweet loue I fee changing his property, 

T urnes to the fov\ reft and fnoft deadly hate» 
Againe.vncurfe their foules, their peace is made 
With heads andnot with hands, thafe whomyou curfe 
Haue feltthe worft of deathes deftroying Wound, 

And lie full low grau’d in the hollow ground. 
iAura. Is Bu(hie,Greene.and the Ea l ie of W iltihire dead. 
Jcro.I all of them at Briftow loft tbeirheads, 
iAnm. Where is the Duke my father with hi* power? 
King No matter wheroofconifort no man fpcaket 
Lets calke of graucs,ofwornics,and Epitaphs* 

Make duft our paper, and with rainy eies* 

Write forrow on the bofome of the earth. 

Lets choofe executors and talktof wils: 

And yet not (b, for whaccan we bequeath, 

Saue our depofed bodies to the ground} 

Our landes, our liues, ar d dll are Bullirtgbr&oketo 
And nothing can we call ottrowne, but death; 

And that fmafl vuodle t>f the barren catth, 

Which (ernes as paftc.and timer to our hones. 

For Gods (ake let vs fit vpohthc ground. 

And tell fad ftories ofthe Heath of Kings* 

How fome haue beenc depofd, (bine flaine in warre, 
k ome haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed, 

Some podoned by their wiufes,fomfc fleepmg kildj 
All murthered, for within the hollo vV cfowue 
That roundes the mortall temples of a king, 

Keeper death hiseourt, and there the antique fits* 

Scof mg his ftatc and grinning at his pompr. 

Allowing huna breath, a litiefeeane. 

To nionanthife be Feard, and ki] with lookes. 

Infilling him withfelfe and vaine conceit* 

As if this fiefli which wals about our life* 

Were brafle impregnabletand hutnord thus. Comes 

I 
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Cor.: *< at the laft, and with a little pin 

Boarcs thorough hisCaftle wall, and farewell King*, 

Couer your heades, and mocke not flefti and blond. 

With folemne reuerence* throw a way refpeft, 

Tradition, forme, and ceremonious ductie* 

For you haue but miftookc me al this while? 

1 hue wkh bread like yoU, feele want, 

Taftc griefe,ncede friends jfubiiftedithus* 

How can you fay to me, Jam a King? 

Ctrteil My lord, wifemen nere fit and waile theyr woes. 
But prefently preuent the wayes to waile, 

To feare the toe.fince feare opprefleth ftrength* 

Giues in your weakenes ftrength vnto your foe. 

And fo your follies fight againft your lelfe; 

Feare and be flaine, no woife can come to fight. 

And fight and die, is death deftroying death, 

Where fearing dying, paie* death feruile breath. 

*Aum. My father hath a power, inquire of him. 

And leame to make a body of a limine. 

King T hou chidft me well.prowd BulIingbrooke,I come* 
To change blowcs with thee for our day of doome: 

This agew fit of feare is ouerblowne, 

An eafie taske it is to winne out owne. 

Say Scroope.whete lies out vncle with his power? 

Speake fweetely manalthough thy lookes be fewer. 

Scroope Men iudge by the complexion ofthe aloe. 

The (late and inclination of the day:, 

So may you by my dull and hcauy eics 
My tongue hath but a heauier tale to fay, 

I play the torturer by fmafl and final! 

To lengthen out the worft that muft be fpoken: 

Your vncle Yorkc is ioynd with Balhngbrooke, 

And all your Northerne caftlesyeeldtd vp, 

And all your Southcrne Gentlemen in armes 
Vponhis parrie. 

King T hou haft faid enough; 

Be Hi re yv thee coufin which draft leade me foes.h 
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Of that fweete way I was in todifpaire. 

What fay you now? what comfor t hauc we now* 

By heauen lie hate him euerlaftirrgly,' r; a t z$bn- < 1 
That bids roe be of comfort anymorcKst am 

Go to Flint Caftlc.there lie pine away. 

A King woes flaucfliall kingly woe obey: 

T hat power I haue.difcharge.and lefcthcnr goe 
To eare the land thathalhionic hopeito giow* 

For 1 liaue none, let no njan fpeake. againc, 
Toalter.this,forcoiinfcllisbut vaine. i 
iAun . My Liege.'bnc word. . • • 

King He does me double wrong, . ; . -Jn 
That wounds me with the flatteries ofhistong. 

Difchargc ray followcrs,ler them hence away, 

From Richards night. to Bullingbrookcs faire day. 

Enter Eull> Yor^f,’h(prth. 

Butt. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen are difperft,and,Salisburi'e 
Is gone to meete the King, who lately landed 
With fome few priuate friends vpon this coaft. 

N»rth. The newesis very faire and goodmy lord. 

Ri chard not farre from Jience hath hid his head. 

Y orke It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland 
T o fay King Richard ;alacke the heauy day, 

When fuch a facred King Ihould hide his head. 

North. Your Grace miftakes; onely tobc briefe 
Left I his title out. 

Y orke The time hath bin, would you haue beene fo briefe 
He would haue bin fo briefe to Ihorten you, (with him, 

For taking fo the head ,your whtiltf heads lengths 
Bull. Miftake not (vncle) further then you fhould. 
Torke T ake nOt (good coufin' further thenyou Ihould, 
Left you miftake the heauens&re ouer pur heads. 

Bull. I icnowtit vuclc,and oppofe not my felfe* . 

Againft their will. But, who comes lie re? Enter Terete- 

Welcome Harry ; what, will not thiscaftlc ycelde? 

H.Tcr. T he Caftlc royally is mand roy Lprd. n 

Againk 
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King Richard thefecond. ? 

Againft thy entrance. 

'Bull. Royally, why it containes no King. 

H.Ter. ' Yes(my good Lord,) 

It doth containe a King, King Richard lies 
Within the limites ofyoii lime and ftonc. 

And with him arc the Lord Aumerle,Lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scioope, befides a cleargie man 
Oflioly reuerence,who I cannot learne. 

North. Oh belike it is- the bi'fhop of Garleil. 

Bull. Noble Lords, ' ' 1 K y ° 

Go to the riideribbes of that ancient Caftle, 

Through brazen trumpetfbnd the breath dfparlec 
Into'his ruinde eares, and thus deliuer. 

H.Bulj.onboth his knees doth klfle king Richards hahd. 
And fends allcgeance and truefaith of heart 
Tohismoftroyallperfon : hither come 
Euen at his feete to lay my armes and power? 
Prouided,that my banifhment repeald. 

And lands reftored againe be freely granted; 

If not, lie vie the aduantage of my power, 

And lay the furnmets duft with ihowrcsofbloudj 
Raindc from the wounds of flaughtered Englifh men, 
The which, how farre off from the minde of Bulling. 

It is, fuch crimfon tempeft Ihould bedrench 
The frefh greene lap of faire Ki ng Richards lands 
My (looping duety tenderly (hall (hew: 

Go fignifie as much while here we march 
Ypon the grafsie carpet ofthis plaine; 

Lets march without the noyfe of threatning drumme. 
That from this Caftels tottered battlements 
Oarfaireappointmcnts may be well perufde. 

Me thinkes King Richard and my felfe fhould mcete 
With no lefle terrour than the elements 
Of fire and watcr,when their thundring fhocke 
At meeting teares the cloudie cheekes of heauen. 

Be he the fire, He be the yeelding waterj 
The rage be his, whilft on the earth l raigne. 





.Vy ft ' TU&tk 4 \ ‘A 

My water' son the earth. and not on hire. 

March on, and roarke King Richard how he lookef. 

The trumpets found, Richard appear (tk on the 'Walls, 
Sufi. See fee King Richard doth hirofelie appeare. 
As doth tbebluftiing difcontcntcd Sunne. 

From out the faerie portal I of the Ealt, 

When he percciues the enuious cloudes are bent 
T o dim me his glorie>and to Raine the trackc 
Ofhis bright paflage to the Occident, 

York* Yctiookeshe like a King,bcholdc his eye. 

As bright as is the Eagles, lightens forth 
Controlling maicftiejalaqke alacke for woe, 

That anyharme fhould ftaipe (o fibre a (hew. 

King We are araazdc, and thus long hauc we ftoodc, 
To watch the fcareful bending of thy knee, 

Bccaufe we’thought our felfe thy lawful Kings 
And if wee be. ho we dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay their awcfull duety to our prefence? 

If we be not, fhew vs the hand of God h. 

That hath difmift vs from our Stcwardfliipj 
For well we know no hand of blond and bone 
Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter. 

VnlcfTc he do prophane.fteale.or vfurpe. 

And though you thinke that all as younaue done 
Haue torne their foules, by turning them from vs, 

And we are barren and bereft offriends: 

Yet know, my raaiftcr God omnipotent. 

Is muftering in his cloydes on our behalfe. 

Armies of peflilcpce, and they fhall ftrike 
Your children yet vnborne.and vobegot, 

That lift yoyr vaftaile hands againft my head, 

And threat the glorie ofmy precious erowne. 

Tell Bullingbrookc, for yon me thinkes he ftandcs, 
That cuery ftride he makes vpon my land. 

Is dangerous freafoR;? he is come to open 
The purple teftament of bleeding warre: 
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Bar ere the crown* he lookes for, hue in peace,' 

Ten tiroiiiand bloudy crownes of mothers fonner. 

Shall ill become the flower of Englandsfacc, 

Change the complexion of her maid- pale peace. 

To* (car let indignation and bedew 

Her pallors grafle with faithfull Englifh blood. 

tforth. The King of heauen forbid: our Los the king 
Should fo with ciuill and vnciuill armes, 
be rulht vpon , Thy thrife noble Cofen, 

Harry Bullingbrooke doth humbly kifle thy hand 
And by the honorable tombe he fweares. 

That (lands vpon your roiall grandfires bones. 

And by the roialtieS of bothyour blouds, 

Currents that fpring from one mofl gratioushead, 

And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt. 

And by the woith and honor of himfclfe. 

Comprising all that may be fworne or faid. 
Hiscomming hither hath no further (cope. 

Then for his lineall toialties. and to beg 
Infranchifement immediate on his knees. 

Which on thy roiall partis granted once, 

His glittering armes he will commend to ruft. 

His barbed deeds to (tables, and his hart 
T o faithfull feruice ofyour Maiefty. 

This fweares he, as he isprincefle iuft. 

And as I am a gentleman I credit him. 

King Northumberland,fay thus,the King returnes. 

His noble Cofen is right welcome hither, ( 

And all the number of hisfairc demaunds. 

Shall be accomplifht without contradi&ion. 

With all the gratious vtterancc thou haft, 

Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends. 

King We do debafe our fclues, Cofen do we not. 

To lookc fo poorely, and to fpeake fo faire? 

Shall we call backe Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the traitor and fo die? 

■4um, No gopd my Loslcts fight with gentle words 
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Till time lend friends, and ft iend$> their Iielpfull fwordjk-, fj 
King Oh Gc d oh G od that etc f his tong of mine 7 7 

That laid the fentence ofdieadbanifhment 
On yon prowde man fhould take it off again c 
"With words of foot hi Oh that 1 were as great 
As is my giifcfe, or lefler than my name 1 
Or that i could forget what] haue beetle! 

Or not remember what I muff be now ! 

Swellll thou (prowd heartjlle giucthce fcope to beate. 
Since focs'haue fcope to beate both thee and me. 

^4mn. Northumberland comes backc from BuUingbrooke 
King What nn ft the King do nowfmuft he fubsrut? 

The King fhall do .it : rnuft he be depofdc? 

The kinglKall be contented : mull he loofe 

The name ofKmg’a Gods name let it get 

lie giue my iewels fora fcto£%ade$: A 

My gorgeous pallac? for a hermitage ; 

My gay apparelfor an almc-fmans gownet 

My figurdc goblets for a difh of wood s -i r \ T 

My feepter for a P.almcrs walking ftaflfc: Air .itu 

My fubieftsfor a paire ofearued Saintcs, ■' 

And my large kij^gddipe.for a. little graue, kf.; irmTg «H 

A little little graue, an obfenre graue. 

Or He be buried in the Kings hie way* 

Some way of common trade* vyhere fubiefts fecte 
May hourely trample on their fbueraignesheadj • 

For on rny.hcart they treade now whilftl hue: ,^;a 

And buried or.Cc, why not vpon my head? 

Aumerle thou wc tpif(^oy tencle rdVaited cootin) 

Week make fowle weather with defpifed teares^ 

Our fighs and thcyfiialllodgethefiimmcrcorne. 

And make a dearth in this reuniting land; 

Or lhaU wtp^ythe vvantoiis wth ; our vvoes, 

And make fomecprcty matckwithdheadmg teaics, 

As thus to drop them ftill vpon one place, 

Till they haue fretted vs a pajrc of graues 

~ — *• .5- . j, * '** *' 

111 1 (J 



King Rtihardiheficond. 

Two kinfmen digd their graue* with weeping cics: 

Would not this ill do well? well well I' fee, 

I talke but idlely, and you laugh at me. 

Moft roighticPrince my Lord Northumberland, 

What fates king Bullingbroke, will his maieftic 
Giue Richard leauc to liuc till Richard dye. 

You make a leg and Bullingbroke faies 1. 

Tforth. My Lord , in the bafe coutt he doth attend, 

To fpeake with you, may it pleafe you to come downe. ' ^ 
King. Downe, downe 1 come, like gliftring Phaeton: 

Wanting tile manage lades. 

In thebjalc court* bafe court where Kinge* a*fowebalc* 

To come at traitors calls* and do them grace, _ 

In the bafe court come downe : downe court, downe Kuw 
For nightowks (hreeke where mounting latkes ihoiildhng. f 
Bull, What faies his maicftie? 

North. Sorrowc and greife of hart, 

Makes him fpeake fondly like a frantike man* 

Yet he is cotne. " 

. Bull. Stand all apart. 

And fhew faire dutie to his Maieftitf: (he knieies downe . . 

My gratious Lord. . ■' 

King, faire coofen* you debafe your princely knee, 

To make the bafe earth proud with kiffing itt 
Me rather had my hart might feele your louc, 

Then my vnpleafed eie fee your curtefic: 

V p coofen vp, your hart is vp I lcnowe. 

Thus high at leaft, although your knee bclowe. 

Bull. My gratious Lord* F come but for mine owne. 

King, Your owne is yours, and l am yours and all. 

Bull, So farre be mine my moft redoubted Lord, 

As my true feruice fhalldeforuc your louc. 

King. Well you dcferue:they welldefcrue to haue* 

That know the ftrong’ft and fareft way to get* 

Vnck giue me your handes, nay drie your cies, 

Teares fhew their louc, but want their rettlcdi es, 

Coofen I am to yong to be your Father*-^ 7 • 

G s Though 
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Though you arc old enough to be my he ire, 
What.ybu will haue, Ve giue, and willing to’, 
For doe vve mu ft. wiiat force will haue vs doc; 
Set on towards London, Cofen is it loi 
Bui. Y c a my igo oti Lord; 

Kivg. T hen l muft not fay no. 



Enter the Qurene with her attendant 
Quce* What fport fhall we deui fc here in this garden* 

T o dnue away the heauy thought of care? 

Lady Madame weeje •: v , d 
Que e. T wil »*~ 4a ^ e hie thinke the world isfull ofrubs. 

And that’’-‘ , y fortune runs againft the bias, 

LtJ'J Madame wede daunce. 

Owe. My legs can keepe no raeafurc in delight* 

When my poore hart no meafurekecpes in griefe; 

Therfore nodauncing girle.fome otherfport. 

Lady Madame weele tell tales. 

Quee. Of forrow or of gricfe. 

Lady Of cither Madame. 

Quee. Ofneitfieygirle, Q ' , ; 

For if of ioy, beingaltogitherwanting. 

It doth remember me the more of forrow; 

Or if of gricfe,being altogither had, 

It adds more forrow to my want of ioy: 

For what I hauelneed not torepeatc, 

And what I want it bootes not to complaine. 

Lady Madame lie fing, 

Quee. T is well that thou haft caufc, , 

Eut thou fhouldft pi cafe me belter, wouldft thou weepe. 
lady I could weep e; Madame would it docyou good? 
Quee. And I could fing would weeping doe me good. 

And neuer borrow any tcare of thee. 

inter Gardeners. 

But ftay, here come the gardeners, 

Ects ftep into the fliadow of thefe trees* 

My wrctchedncs vnto a row of pines, 

They 
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They will talke of ftatc for euery one doth fo, 

Againft a change woe is fore-runne with w oe. : » 

Card. Go bind thou vp yong dangling Aphricokes, 
Which like vnruly children make their fire, 1 
Stoope with opprefsion oftheir prodigall weight* 

Giue fome fupportance to the bending twigs, 

Go thou, and like an executioner 

Cut off the heads oftwofaft growing fpraies* 

Thatlooke tooloftie in our common-wealth*. 

All muft be eucn in our gouernement. 

You thus employed,! will goe roote away 
The noyfome weedes which without profit fuckc 
The foilesfertilitie from whplfome flowers. 

Man. Why fhould we in thecompasofapalc* 

Keepe law and forme, and due proportion, 

Shewing as in a niodle our firweeftate, 

When our fea-wallcd garden the whole land 
Is full of weedes, her faireft flowers choakt vp» 

Her fruit trees all vnprunde, her hedges ruindc. 

Her knots difordered.andhcr holfome hcarbs 
Swarming with eaterpillers. 

Gard. Hold thy peace, 

He thathtah fuffered thisdifordcredfpring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the fall of leafe: 

The weedes which his broad (preading leaues did flicker, 
Thatfeemde ineating him toholdhim vp, 

Arepluckt vp roote and all by Bullingbrooke, 

I meanc the Earle of Wiltfliire.Buftue, Greene, 

Man. What are they dead? 

Gard. They are. 

And Bullingbrooke hath ceafde the waftefull king* 

Oh what pitie is it that he had not fo trimde. 

And dreft his land as we this garden at time of yeare 
Do wound the barke, the skinne of our fruit trees. 

Left bein'* ouer prowd in fap and bloud. 

With too much riches it confound it felfe 
Had he dons fo to greatand growing men, 
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They might haue liude to beare, and be to tafte 

Their fruits of ducty : fupeifluous branches -71 , v 

We Ioppc away, that bearing boughes may liue: 

Had he done to, hi mfclfe had borne the crowne* 

Which wafte of idle houres hath quite throwne downed 
Man. What, thinke you the King fhall be depofed? 

Curd. Deprcft he is already, and depofde 
Tis doubt he will be . Letters came laft night 
Toadeare friend of the good Duke of Yorkes, 

That tell blackc tidings. 

Queene Oh l am preft to death through want of fpcakin 
Thou old Adams likcnelfe fet to drefl'e this garden, 

How dares thy harfh rude tong found this vnpleafing news/ 
What Eue’what ferpent hath fuggefled thee 
To make a fccond fall ofturfed man? 

Why doft thou fay king Richard is depofde? 

Darft thou thou little better thing than earth 
Diuine his downefall? fay, where, when, and how, 

Canft thou by thisill tidings fpeake thou wretch# 

.Gard. Pardon me Madam, little ioy haue I 
To breathe this newes, yet what J fay is true: 

King Richard heismthemightie hold 
Of Bullingbrooke : their fortunes both are weyde 
In your Lo. fcalc is nothing but himfelfe, 

And fome few vanities that make him light: 

But in the ballance ofgreat Bullingbrooke, 

Befides himfelfe are all the Enghfh peeres, 

And with that oddes he -weighs King Richard downs 5 
Poll: you to London and you will find it fo, 

I fpeake no mote thaneuery one doth know. 

Queene Nimble Mifchanccthat arte fo light of foote, 
Doth not thy cmbaflage belong to me, 

And am I lafl thatknovres it# 6h thou thinkefi: 

To fetue me c hft that I m3y iongefi keepe 
Thy forrow in my breaft : come Ladies gb 
To mceteat London Londons king in wo; 

What, was 1 borne to this that my fad looke , 

Should 
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Should grace the triumph ofgreat Bullingbrooke# 

Gardner for telling me thefc newes of wo, 

Pray God the plants thou graftft may netier grow. "Exit 
Card. Poore Queene, fo that thy date might be noworfc, 
I would my Skill were fubieft torhy curfc: 

Here did fhe fall ateare.here in this place 
lie fet a banke of Rew lowre hcarb of grace, 

Rew euen for ruth hecrc fhortly lhall be feene, 

In the remembrance of a weeping Queene. Exeunt, 

Enter Bullingbrooke "tOtth the Lords to parliament. 

Bull. Call forth Bagot. inter Bagot. 

Now Bagot, freely fpeake thy mind. 

What thou doeft know of noble Glbucefters death. 

Who wrought it with the King, and who performed 
The bloudy office of his timclcs end. 

Bagot Then fet before my face the Lord Aumerle. 

Bull. Goufin, fland foorth, and looke vpon that man; 
Bagot My Lord Aumerle, I know vour daring cong 
Scornes to vnfey what once it hath deliuered. f ' - - : 

In that dead time whenGloccflers death was plotted 
lhcardyou fay, knot my irrac of length. 

That reacheth from the reltful Englifli court. 

As farre as Callice to mine vncles bead# 

Amongft much other talkc that very time 
Jheard yOu fay, that you had rather refufe - 
The offer of an hundred thoufand crownes. 

Then Bullingbrookes rcturne to England, adding withall, 
How blcft this land would be inthisyour cofins death. 

o 4 um. Princes and noble Lords, 

What anfwcr fhall I itiake Co this bafe man? 

Shall I fb much difhonour my faire ftarres 
On equall termes to giue them chafticcment? 

Either I muff, or haue mine honour foild 
With the attainder of his flaunderous lippes* 

The« is my gage^the manual feafe of death? 



urn 



II 







TheTragedieof 

ThatmatkestheeoutforhellJ fay thou lieft. 

And wil nsaintaine what thou haft faid isfaHe 
In thy heart bloud, though being all too bafe 
T o ftainc the temper of my knightly fword. 

Bull. Bagot,fqrbeare, thou {halt sot take it vp. 
xAum. Excepting one,! would he were the beft 
In all this prefence that hath moude me lo. 

FJt^. If that thy vaiure ftand on fimpathie. 

There is my gage Aumerle, in gage to thine ; 

By that fairc Sunne which fhe ws me where thou ftandft, 

I heard thee fay»and vauntingly thou fpakft ir. 

That thou wert caufc of noble Glouccfters death* 

If thou denied it twenty times, thou lieft. 

And I will turne thyfalfhoode to thy heart. 

Where it was forged with my rapiers point. 
tAum. Thou darfl: not(co ward) liuctafce that day, 

Vit\. Now by my foule, I would it were this hourc . . • i T 
*Aum, Fitz waters, thou art damnd to hell for this. 

L. Ter. Aumerle, thou lieft, his honour is as true 
In this appealeasthou art all vniuft, 

And that thou art fo, there I thrdwe my gage, 
Toprooueitontheetotheextreamcftpoint a . ri 
Ofmortall breathing, ceaze it ifthoudarft, v; ! . ‘ 

*4 urn . AndifIdonot,maymyhandsrotoff» - 

And neuer brandilh more reuengefull ftccle 
Guer the glittering helmet of my foe. 

Another L. I taske the earth to the like (forfworne Aumerle) 
And fpurre thee on with full as many lies 
As it may be hollowed in thy treacherous eare 
From finneco finne : there is my honors pawne 
Ingage ir to the triall if thou dareft. 

•stum. Who lets me elleeby heauen He throwcat all, 

I hauc a thoufand fpirites in one bread. 

To a'nfwcr twenty thoufand luch as you. 

Sur. My lord Fitzwater, I do remember well 
T he very time (Aumerle) and you did talke. 

Tis very true you werein prcfencc tljep, ; 

And 
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Aad you can witnes with me this is true. 

Sur. As falfe.hy heauen, as heauen it felfc is true. > 

TitZ. Surrie thou lieft. . , (fword, 

Sur. Dishonorable boy, that lie (hall lie (o heautc onmy 
That it ihall render vengeance and rcuenge, 

Till thou the lie-giucr,and that lie do lie. 

In earth as quiet as thy fathers fcull. 

In proofe whereof there is my honours pawne, 

Ingage itto the triall ifthoudarft. 

F/r£ How fondly doeft thou fpurre a forward norfcl 
If Idarceate, or dnnke,or breathe,or liue, 

I dare meet Surry in a wildernes. 

And fpit vpon him whilft I fay*he lies, 

And lies, and lies.* there is bond offaith. 

To tie thee to my ftrong correction: 

As I intendc to tnrhic in this new world, 

Aumerle is guiltie ofmy true appeale. 

Befides I heard the bamlhed Norffolke fay, 

That thou Aumerle didft fend two of thy men. 

To execute the noble Duke at Callicc. 

^fum. Some honed Chriftian truft me with agage, 

That Norffolke lies, heere do I throwe downe this. 

If he may be repealdto trie his honour. 

Bull. Thefe differences (hall all reft vnder gage. 

Till Norffolke be repcald, repealdhe fhallbe, 

And though mine enimie, reftord againe 
T o all his landes and figniories: when he is retumd, 

Againft Aumctlc we will inforce his trial!, 

Carl T hat honourable day fhall neuer be feene, 

Manie a time hath baniftit Norffc! ke fought. 

For Icfu Chrift in glorious Chriftian feild. 

Streaming the enfigne ©fthc Chriftian Croffc, 

Againlt blacke Pagans, Turkes,and Saracens, 

And toild with workes of warre, rctird him felfc 
To Italie, and thereatVeniccgaue 
Hisbodie to that pleafant Countries earth. 

And his pure foule vnto his Captaine Chrift, 

V ndcr whofe colours he had fought fo long. 

H 
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Bull, Why B.isNorflbIke dead? ...... . 

Carl. As finely aslliueiny Lord. 

Bull. Sweet peace conduit his fweete foule to the bofoffie" 
Of good olde AbrahamsLords Appellants* ..... * 

Your difFerences/hall all reft vnder gage. 

Till we afsigne you to your daies oftriall. ’ Enter Yo/t.fc 

York, e GreatDukeof Lancafter! come to thee, ; 

From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing foule,, 
Adopts the heire,and his high fcepteryccldes, 

To the poflefsion ofthy royall hand: 

Afcend his throne, de/ccnding now from him* r>| 

And long liue Henry fourth. of that name. t: bt 

Bull. In Gods name lie afcend the regall throne, j. '■ J ... \ 
■ * Car. Mary God foi bid. 

Worftinthis royall prefonce may Ifpeake. 

Yet beftbefeenungmetofpealce the truth. 

Would God that any in this noble prefcoce,. -' i .u- \ 
Were enough noble to be vprigbtiudge , f.fi 

Ofnoble Richard. Then true noblefle would n ; j ‘ 
Learne Him forbearance from lo foule a wrong, 

What lubie&caugiuefontence on. iris King? 

And who fits here that is not Richards fubieft? jr.riT 

Theeues are not iudgd but they are by to heare,, .111 

Although apparant guilt be feeneinthem, ' ' 

And /liall the figure of G ads Maiefty, 

His Captaine, Reward, deputy, eleih. 

Annointed, crowned, planted, many yeares 
Be iudgd by fubieftandinfenoui- breath. 

And lie hitnfe.lfe not prefentsOh forfend it God, 

That in a Chriftian climate foulesi efinde, 

Should /hew fo heinous blacke obfeeene a deed 
1 foeakc to fubieftsanda {ubieftfpeakrs, 

Stird vp by G<?d thus boldly fat !u.s King, 

My Lord ofHcreford here whom you call King, 

Isa foule traitour to proud Hereford* King,. 

And if you crowne him letfme prpphefie, 

The bloud of Bnglilli fhaj.1 manure the ground. 

And future ages groans for this fpul$ aft. 
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Peace /hall go flcepe with turkes and infidel?, 

And in this feate of peace, tumultuous warres. 

Shall kin with kin, and kindc with kind confound: 
•Diforder, horror, feare , and mutiny. 

Shall heere inhabit, and this land be cald. 

The field of Golgotha and dead mens fouls, 

Oh ifyon raife this houfe againft this houfo. 

It will the wofulleft diuifion proue, 

That euer fell vpon this curfed earth: 

Preuent it, refift it, let it not be fo. 

Left child, childs children, cric againft you wo. 

2ft nth. Well haue you argued fir, and for your paines, 

Of Capitall treafon, we arreft you heere: 

My Lord of Weftminfter, be it your charge. 

To keepc him lafely till his day of triall, ., 
bull. Let it be fo, and loc on wed nclday next. 

We folemnly proclaime our Coronation, 

Lords be ready all. Exeunt. 

{JMdnent JVcfl. CaUil y Numeric. 

\Abbtt. A wofull Pageant haue wc heere beheld. 

Car. T he woe’s to come»the children yet ynbornc. 

Shall feele this day as fharpto them as thorne. 

<Aum. You holy Clergy men, is there no plot. 

To ridde the realme ofthis pernitious blot? 
y/ibbot. My Lo. before I freely Ipeake my mind hecrcin. 
You /hall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To burie mine intents, but alfo toeffeft. 

What cuer I lhall happen to deuifot 
1 fee your browes are full of difeontent. 

Your harts of forrow, and your eies of teares: 

Come home with me to fupper, He lay a plot, 

Shall /lie w vs all a merrie daie. Sxeunt, 

inter the Queene with her attendants . 

X>««. This way the King will come, this is the way, 

To Iulius Caefars ill erefted Tower, 

To wohfc flint bofome, my condemned Lord, 

Ldoorade a prifoner by proud Bullingbrooke* 

Ha 
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Hecrc let vs reft, if this rebellious earth, 

H.ue ar y i e Tung for her true Kings Queene. (Enter HJt, 
But i'oft. but let, or rather doe not fee. 

My taire Rofe withei ,yet looke vp, behold. 

That you in pittieuiaydiflolue todeaw, 

And wafh him frefh agauie with true loue teares. 

Ah t hou the modle where olde Troy did Band f 
Thou mappe of honour, thou King Richards tombe. 

And not King Richard: thou moft beauteous Inne, 

Why fliould hard fauourdgreife be lodged in thee, 

When triumph is become analehoufc gueftf 
E*cb. loyne not with greife faire woman, doc not lb, 

T o make my end too fuddcn,learne good foule, 

T o thinke our former Rate a happic dreame. 

From whichawakt the tructhofwhatwe are 
Shewes vs but this: 1 am fwoi ne brother (fweet) 

To grimneceffitic,andhe and I, 

Will kcepe a league till death. Hie thee to Fraunce* 

And cleifter thee in fora e religious houfe. 

Our holy hues mufi win a new worlds crowne. 

Which our piophanc houresheere haue thrownedowne 
Quee. what is my Richard both in fhape and minde 
Transformdand weaknedfhath Bullingbrocke, 

Depolde thine intellcffthath he been in thy hart? 

The Lyon dying thrufi eth foorth his pawe. 

And woundes the earth if nothing elfe with rage, 

T o be ore-powr’d, and wilt thou pupillrlikc 
Take the correction, mildly kiftethe rod, 

Andfawne on Rage with bale huroilitie. 

Which arta Lion and the king of beads. 

King, a King ofbeafts indeed, ifaugbt but beafts, 

1 had been flull ahappie King of men. 

Good (fometiraesQueene)prepare thee hence for France 
Thinke I am dead , and that eucn here thou takeft 
As from my death bed thy laftliuingleauq 
In winters tedious nights lit by the fire, 
with good old fofkcji and let them tell the tales, 
Ofwoefull ages long agoebetidde: ^ 
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And ere thou bid good night to quite their gtiefes; 

Tell thou the lamentable tale of me. 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds: 

For why, the fenfleffe brands will fimpathize 
The heauy accent ofthy mooning tong. 

And in companion weepe the lire out, 

And Lome wil mourne m afl-ics,fomecole blacke, 
for the depofing of a tightfull King. E 

Norik My Lord.thc minde of Bulliogbrooke u changd. 
You muft to Pomfret, not vnto the T ower. 

And Madam, there is order cine for you. 

With al fwift fpeede you muft away to France. 

King Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting Bullingbrookc afeends my throne. 

The time fhall not be many houres of age 
More than it is, ere foule finne gathering head 
Shall breake into corruption, thou (halt thinke. 

Though he draide the realme and giue thee halfe. 

It is too little helping him to all. 

He fhall thinke that thou which knowelr the way 
To plant vnrightfull kings, wilt know againe. 

Being nere fo little vrgde another way, 

Toplucke him headlong from the vturped throne* 

The loue of wicked men conuerts to feare, 

T hat feare to bate; and hate turnes one or both 
To worthy daunger and deferued death. 

North. My guilt be oh my head, and there an end: 

Take leaue and part, foryou muft part forthwith. 

King Doubly diuorft(bad men) you violate 
A two-fold marriage twixt my crowncand me» 

And then betwixt me and my married wife. 

Let me vnkifle the oathe twixt thee and me: 

And yet not fo, for with a kiftc twasmade. 

.Part vs Northumberland,! towardes the north. 

Where fhiuering cold and fickcncflepiiiesthe climes 
My wife to Fraunce.from whence fet forth in pomp 
She came adorned hither like fweete Maie, 
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Sent backe like Hollowmas or fhortftof day. 

Queene And muft we be diuidedfmuft vvepart? 

King I band fr6mhand(my loue) and heart from heart, 

Queene Banifh vs both,and fend the King with me. 

Ktng That were fame lone, but li ttlc polhcie. 

Qgecne Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

King So two togither weeping make one woe, 

Weepc thou for me in Fraunce, I for thee heere. 

Better far off than neere be nere the neare. 

Go count thy way with fighes,I mine with groancs. 

Queene So longcft way fhall bane the longeft moancs. 

King T wife for one flop lie grone the way being fhort 
And peece the way out with a beany heart. 

Come come in wooing forrow Ictsbe briefe. 

Since wedding it, there is fuch length in griefe; 

One kifTc /hall flop our mouths, and dumbly part. 

Thus giue I mine, and thus take I thy heart. * 

Queene Giue me mine owne againe,twere no good part 
To take on me to keepc, and kill thy heart: 

So now I haue mine owne againe, be gone. 

That T may ftriue to kill it with agroane. 

King W c make woe wanton with this fond delay, 
Once more aduc, the reft let forrow fay, Exeunt. 

Enter Duke ofTorke and the Dutchejse. 

Du. My Lord, you cold me you would tell the reft* 
When weeping madefyou breake the ftorie of 
Of our two coufins camming into London. 

Y orke Whercdidlleaue? 

Du. At that fad ftop my Lord, 

Where rude mifgouerned hands from windowes tops. 
Threw duft and riibbijh on king Richards head. 

York- Then (as I (aid) die Duke great Bullingbrooke 
Mourned vpon a hotc and fierie fteede, 

Which his afpiring rider feemd to know. 

With flow, but (lately pafe kept on his cour/e, 

Whilftall tongues cried, God faue the Bullingbrooke, 
You would haue thought the very windows ipakc: 

So many greedy lookes ofyong and old Throu 
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King Richard the fee end. 

Through cafements darted their defiring eies 
Vpon his vifage, and that all the Writes 
With painted imagery had faid atoned, 
lefu preferuc the welcome Bullingbrooke. 

Whilfl he from the one fide to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower than his prowd fteedeS neckc 
Befpak£ them thus; I thanke you countrymen: 

And thus ftilldoing.thus he paflt along. ! 

Du. Alac poore Richard, where rode hethe whillU 
Yorkf As in a Theater the eies of men, . - 

After a well-graced Ador leaues the ft.ige, 

Are ydly bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle ro be tedious; u 

Eucn fo, or-tyitlihHicW mofe contempt mens eies 
Did fcowle on gentle Ric. no man cried, Godiauc him* 
No ioyfull tongue gaue him his welcome home} 

But duft was throwen vpon his facred head: 

Which with fuch gentle forirow he ftiooke 
His face Dili combating with teares and (miles, 
Thebadges of h is griefe and patience, 

That had not God for fonre firong purpofe ftceld 
The hearts of men, they muft perforce haue melted, 
AndBarbarifineit felfe haue pittied him: 

But heauen hath a hand in thefeeuents, . 

To whofetiigh will we bound out calme contents. 

To Bullingbrooke are we fworne fubieds now, 

Whofe ftate and honour I for ay allow. 

Du. Here comes my fo line Aumerle. 

Yorke Aumerle that was, 

But that is loft, for being Richards friend: 

And Madam, you muftcailhim Rutland now: 

I am in parlearaent pledge for his truth 
Andlaflingfealtietothe new made king. 

Du. Welcome my fonne, who are the violetsnow 
That ftrew the grecoe lap of the new come /pring. 

sAu. Madam, I know not, norl greatly care not, 
God kno^es 1 had as leifs be none as one. 
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Yorke Well,beare you wcl in this new fpringof time. 
Left you be cropt before you come to prime. 

What newesfrom Oxford, dothefe iufts & triumphs hold? 
Aum. For aught I know (ray Lord) they do. 

Yorke you will be there I know. 

Aum. If God preuent not, I purpofe fo. 

Yorke What fcale is that that hangs without thy bofome? 
yea, lookft thou pale? let me lee the writing, 

Aum. My Lord, tis nothing. 

Yorke No matter then who fee it, 

I will be fatisfied, let me fee the writing. 

sfum. I do bcfecch your grace to pardon me; 

It is a matter of fmall confequence, 

Which for fomc reafons I would not haue feene. 

Yorke Which forfome reafonsfir I mcane to lee. 

I feare I fcare. 

Du. W hat fhould you feare? 

Tis nothing but feme band that he is entred into 
For gay apparel! gainftthe triumph day. 

Yorke Bound to himfclfc ; what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to. Wife, thou art a foole: 

Boy, let me fee the writing. 

Aum. I do bcfecch you pardon me, I may not Ihew it. 
Yorke I will be fatisfied, let me fee it I fay: 

Hepiuckes it out of his bofomeand reader it: 

Yorke Treafon,foule treafon, vi!lainc,traitor,flaue* 

Du. W hat is the matter my lord ? 

Yorke Ho, who is within there? faddle my horfe, 

God lor his mercy 1 what treachery is here? 

Du. Why what is it my Lord? 

Yorke Giue me my bootes I fay, faddle my horfe, 

Now by mine honour, by my life, by my troth 
I willappeach the villaine. 

Du. What is the matter? 

Yorke Peace foolifli woman. 

Du, I wil not peace, what is the matter Aumerle? 
yiu. Good mother be content, it is no more ^ 







Then my poore life mull anfwcre, 

Du. Thy life anfwere? 

-or. Bring me my bootes, I will vntothe King, j 

His man enters *tsith his bootes. 

Du, Strike him Aumerle, poore boy thou art amazd. 

Hence vilaine neacr more come in my fight. 

Tor. Giue me my bootes I fay. 

Du. Why Yorke what wiltthou doe? 

Wilt thou not hide the trefpafle of thine owne? 

Haue wc more fons? or are we like to haue? 

Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time? 

Andwiltthoupluckemyfaire fonne from raine^ge; 

And rob me of a happie mothers name. 

Is he not like the? is he notthine owne? 

Yor, Thou fond mad woman, 

f iltthou conceale this darke confp’iracie ? 

doozen of them here haue tane the facrament, 

And interchaungeably fet downe there hands. 

To kill the king at Oxford, 

Du. He lhal be none, wcele keepe him heere, 

Then what is that to him? , 

Yor. Away fond woman, were he twentie times my tonne,. 
I would appeach him, 

Du. Hadft thou groand for him as I haue done. 

Thou wouldft bee more pittifull. 

But nowe I knowe rhy nainde, thou doeft fufpetk 
That I haue been difloiall to thy bed, 

And that he is a baftard, not thy fonne: 

Sweete Yorke, fwcete husband, be not of that mind, 

He is as like thee as any man maybe. 

Not like to me, or a of my kinne, / 

Andyetlloue him. 

Yor. Make way vnrulie woman. 'Exit. 

Du. After Aumerle: mount thee vpon his horfe, 

Spur, port, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon ere he do accufe thee, 

He not be long behind, though I be old. 
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1 doubt not but to ride as faftas Yorke, 

An neucr will I rife vp from the ground, 

T ill Bullingbroke haue pardoned thee: away, be gone; 

Enter the King with hrj nobles. , , 

King H. Can no man tell me of my vnthriftie fonne? 

Tis full three moneths fince I did fcobira laft, 

Ifany plague hang ouer vs tis.hc: 

I would to God my Lordes he might be found: 

Inquire at London, mongft the Tautrnes there, 

For there(they fay) he daylie doth frequent, 

With vnreftrained loofe companions, , b - 

Euen filch (they fay)as fland in narrow lanes, 

And beate our watch, and rob our paflengers. 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 

Takes on the point of honour to fupport fo diflolute a cre w. 

H. Terete My Lord, fomc two dayesfincc I faw theprineri 
And tou'.d him of thofe triumphes helde at Oxford* i 

King, And what find the gallanr? 

Ter. His anfwer was, he would vnto the ftews, 

And from the common ft ercature p’ucke a gloue. 

And weare it as a fauour, and with that, 

He would vnhorfe the lilftieft Challenger. 

King H. As diflolute as defperat,yet through both, 

1 fee fome fparkes of better hope, which elder yearcs^ 

May happily bring foorth. But who comes hcere? 

Enter burner lenma^d.. 

\s£um. Where is the King? ’(fo wildlyC- 

H. What meanes our cofen, that he flares and looke* 
^ium. God faue your grace, I doe befcech your Maieftie, 
T o haue fome conference with your grace alone. 

King. Withdrawe yourfelues, andleaue vs here alone. 
What is the matter with our cofen no we? ::: 

^4 um . Foreucrmiymy knees grower© the earth. 

My tongue, clcaueto my rooffe within my mouth, 
Vnlefle a pardonere i rife or fpcake. 

King Intended, or committed, was this fault? 

If on the fir ft,how hcynotis cie'it.bc 



f unui>a ; 







King Richard tbefecond. 

To win thy after loue»I pardon thee. 
jltm, T hen giue me leaue that May turne the key. 
That no man enter till my talc be done. 

King- Haue thy defire. 

The DttkeofTnrke knoker 4t fhedoore 4»d iritth. 

Tor. My leige beware, looke to thy fclfc. 

Thou haft a Traitor in thy prefence there. 

King. Vilain He make thee fafe, (fes 

Stay thy reuengefull hand, thou haft nocaufc to 
Yorfa Open the dorc, fccurc fool e, hardie King, 

Shall 1 for loue fpeakc treafon to thy face. 

Open the dore, or I will breake it open. 

King What is the matter vncle, fpeakc, recouer breath. 
Tell vs, how nearc is daunger, 

That wee may arme vs to encounter it? 

Tor, Perufe this writtng hecrcund thou (halt know. 
The treafon that my hafte forbids me fhew. 

remember as thou readft, thy promife paft, 

I do repent me, reade not my name there* 

My hartii not confederate with my hand. 

Tor. lx. was (vilainc)erc thy hand did let it downe. 

I tore it from the traitors bofome (King,) 

Fcare.and not loue, begets his penitence: 

Forget to pittie him, left thy pittie proue* 

A Serpent that willftingthec to the hart. 

King, O heynous* fttong, and bould confpiracy; 

O loyall Father, ofa treacherous Sonne, 

Thou fhecre immaculate and filuer Fountaine, 

From whence this ftreame, through muddy paffagest 
Hath held his current,' and defild himfclfe. 

Thy ouerflow ©fgood,conuerts to bad: 

And thy aboundant goodnes,ftiallxxcu(e. 

This deadly blot in thy digrefling fonne. 

7 or ’ So wall my vertoc, be his vices baude, 

a l *P cnt * mine with his fliame. 

As thriftles fonnes, their fcraping Fathers golds 
Mine honour hues when his di flionour dies* ' 



Or my Charade life inhisdifhoirpur ticsr : , •/,!; »• .. • i' 
Thou kilft me in his life gming him breath, 

The traitor liues, the true man’s put to;death. 

Du. What ho>my Liege, for Godsfake let me in. ,, 

Ki ng H.. What flu il vbiee fuppliaptmak^ thfleger crie? 

Du. Awoman,andth'yaunt(gteatkipg)tis I, •. -y\ .•«<>'? 
Speake with me, pitie me, open the doore, n : T 

A beggar begs that neuer.bcgd before. r 

King Our feene is altred from a ferious thing. 

And now changde to the Beggar and the King? ;0 . 

My dangerous coufm, let your mother in, 

I know flic is come to pray for your foulehnne, ) 1 

Yorke If thou do pardon whofoeuer pray, 

More finnes for this forgiuenes profper may: 

This feftred ioynt cut off. the reft reft found. 

This let alone vJil all the re ft confound. . : .o ; Mi 
Du. Oh kingibeleeue not this hard-hearted man, ») vt T 
Loue louingnotit felfe»uone other can. • 

Yorke T hou frantike woman, what doft thou make here? 
Shall thy ol d dugs once more a traitor reare? on;: • . 

Du. Sweete’ Yorke be patient, heare me gentle Liege, - r 
KingH Rife vp good aunt. • '■' <3 ?'S i v; ^ 

Du. Not yefl thee befcech, 

For euer wil I walke vpon my knees* 

And neuer fee day thatthe happy fees, 

Till thou giue ipyswiiilthou bid me ioy, : ; \- v;, \ r 

By pardoning Rutland my tranfgrefsing boV; ^ 

^ium. Vnto my mothers prayers I bend my knee* 
yorke Againft them both my true ioynts bended be 3 

lllmaift thou tjhriucifthou graunt any grace. 

Du. Plcades he mearneftHooke vpon hisface. 

His eies d o drop Hoteares>;lMS t piayers are inieft. 

His words come from his month, ours from our breatt, 

He prayesbutfaintly,and would be denied* 

We pray with heart andfoule, and allbefide* 

His weary ioynts would gladly rife I know, 

Our knees ftill kaeele tffl to the ground they grow, H 



Kingdikhard theficond. 
rt it ttl . av€r s arc full of falfe bypocrifie, 

Dimo/true |, aui 

F hat merev wBch true prayer ©tight to hauc- 

yorke Good aunt ftand vp. 

Z)« Nay,do not fay, ftand vp; 

Say Pardon firlband afterwards, ftand Ivp, 

And if I were thy nutfe thy tong to tcacl > 

Pardon Ihould be thefirft word of thy fpeach. 

I neuer Ion® d to heare a word till now. 

^v oardonlCing, let pitie teach thee how, 

N rfe r< Spe'Lh in French, ting fay 
Du^ Do ft thou teach pardon pardon ^deftroy. 

Ah my fower husband, my hard-hearted Lord. 

That L the word it felfe againft the word : 

Speake pardon as tis currant in 

The chopping l? rcnc b we do notvnderftand, 

T hine eS begins to fpeake. fet thy tongue there* 

Or in thispiteous heart plant thou thine earc. 

That hearing how ourplaints and prayers do pierce, 

Pitie may mooue thee pardon to rehearie. 

KingH. Good aunt ftand Vp. 

Du. 1 do not fue to ftand. 

Pardon is all the iute I haue in hand. 

King 1 pardon him as God ihall pardon me. 

Du. Oh happy vantage of a kneeling knee. 

Yet am I ficke for feare, fpeake it a^aine, 

Twice faying pardon doth not pardon twaine. 

But makes one pardon ftrong. 

King H. I pardonhim with al my heart. 

Du. A god on earth thou art. , , ,vi .• 

KingH. But for ourtmfty brother in law and the Abbot, 
With all the reft of that contorted crew. 

Deftru&ion ftrait fhal dog them at the hcclcs. 
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To Oxford, or where ere thefe traitors are, 

They fhall not liue within this world I fwearc. 

But I will haue them if I once know where. 

Vncle farewell, and coufinadue, 

Your mother well hath prayed, and prooue you true; 

Du. Come my oldc fonne, I pray God make thee new. 

Exeunt. <JM*nct[ir Tierce Exton&c. 

Exton Didft thounot markc the K. what words he fpakef 
Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing fcarc? 
Wasitnotfo? 

Mun Thcfc were his very words. 

Exton Haue I no friend quoth hef he fpake it twice. 
And vrgde it twice toother, did he not? 

M*n Hedid. 

Exton And fpeaking it, he wifhcly lookt onme c 
As who fhould fay, I would thou weit the man, 

1 hat would diuorce this terrour from my heart* 

Meaning the king at Pomfret. Come lets go, 

1 am the kings friend, and will rid his foe* 

Enter Richard alone. 

Rich. I haue beenc ftudying how 1 ma; 

This prifon where I liue, vnto the wot 1 
And forbecaufe the world is populous, 

And here is not a creature but my felfc, 

I cannot do it : yet lie hammer it out. 

My braine He prooue* the female tomylbuleo 
My fbule the father, and thefe two beget 
A generation of ftill-breeding thoughts: 

And thefe fame thoughts people this little world, 
jin humors like the people of this world: 

For no thought is contented : the better fort, 

As thoughts of things diuine are intermixt 

W ith fcruples , and do fet the word it felfc 

Againft the word»as thusjCome little ones, & then againe 

It i s as hard to come, as for a Cammell 

To threed thepofterne ofa fmall needles eie: 

Thoughts tending to ambition they do plot* 

Vfi' 




King Rkhard thefeemd. 

Vntikely wonders : how thefe vaine wcakc naiks 
May teare a paflage thorow the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world my ragged prifon walks: 

And for they cannot die in their owne pride. 
Thoughts- tending to content flatter themlelucs, 

*f hat they arc not the firft of fortunes lraues. 

Nor fhall not be the laft like fccly beggars, 
Whofitting in the ftockc* refuge their fharae. 

That many haue,and others i muft fet tlicre. 

And in this thoughtthey find a 

Bearingtheir owne misfortunes on 
Offuch as haue before inciurde the like. 

Thus play l in one perfon many people, 

And none contented , fometimes am 1 
Then tresfons make me wiihmyielt 
And fo I am : then crufhing penune 
Perfwadesmel wasbcttcc.whcna king, 

Then am Ikingd »gamc, andby and by, 

Thinkc that I am vnkingd,by Bullingbrookv, 

And ftrait am nothing. But what ere I be, 

Nor I, norjany man, that but man is. 

With noting be pleafde.tiH he be eafdci 

With beingnothing. Muficke dolheate, the mufU 

Ha ha keepe time, how fowre fwectc Mafickc is 
When time is broke, and no proportion kept. 

So is it inthe mufike of mens hues: 

And here haue I the daintmeffc of eare 
To checke time broke in a difordcred ftrin 0 . 

But for the concord of my ftate and time, 

Had not an eare to heare my true time bro.ee, 

I wafted time, and now doth time wafte me. 

For now hath time made me his numbring clocke; 
Mv thoughts are minutes, and with fighes they Jarre, 
Their watches bn vnto mine eyes the outward watch 
Whereto my finger like a diallespoynt, 

Is pointing ftilUn cleanfingthem from teares. 

Now fir,thc found that tclles what hourc »t is, 
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Arc clamorous groanes which ftrike vpon my hatt. 
Which is the bell, fo fighs. and teares, and grones, 

Shew minutes, times, and houres: but my time, 

Runncs porting on in Bullingbrokcs proud ioye. 

While I ftandfooling heere hisiacke oftheclockc. 
This muficke maddes me, let it found no more, 

For though it haucholp mad men to their witts. n i 
In me it feemes it will make wife men mad: 

Yet bleffiing on his hart that giues it me, 

For tis afigne of loue: and loue to Richard, 

Is a Arrange brooch in this al-hating world. 

€ nter Agroome of the flAble. 

Croome. Haile roiall Prince. 

I \ich. Thankesnoblepeare: 

T he cheapeft ofvs is ten grotes too deare. 

What art thou, and how come ft thou hither. 

Where no man neuer comes, but that fad dog, 
Thatbrings me foode to make miffortune liue. 

Croome. I was a poore groomc ofthy Arable King, 
When thou wert King: who trauailling towards Yorkc, 
With much adoefat length) hauc gottenleaue. 

To looke vpon my fometimes roiall maifters face: 

Oh how iternd my hare when I beheld. 

In London ftreetes, that Corronation day, 
WhenBullingbtoke rode cn Roane Barbaric^ 

That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftride, 

That horfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rjch t Rode he on Barbarie.tcll me gentle freind, 
How wenthevnderhim? 

Groom. So proudly as if he difdaind the ground. 

R ie, S'o proud that Bullingbroke wason hil backet. 
That lade hath eate bread from myroyall hand, 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him: 
Would henotftumble, would he not fall downe 
Since pride muff haue afa^and breake the necke, 

Of that prond man, that did vfurpehis backe? 
Forgiucnes horfe why do I raile on thee? 



Richard the fee and. 

Since thou created to be awed by man. 

Waft borne to beare * I was not made a boric, 

And yet I beare a burthen like an a!Fc, 

Spurrde,galld,and tifde by iauncing Bullingbrooke. 1 

inter one to RichArd 'With medte. 

Keefer Fellow, giue place, heere is no .longer flay. 

Rich. If thou loue me, tis time thou wert away . 

Croome W hat my tong dares not, that my heart lhal Cay, 
Exit Croome. 

Keeper My Lord, wilt plcafe you to fall to? 

Rich. Tafteof it fir ft as thou art wont to do. 

Keeper My Lord I dare not, fir Pierce of Exton, 

Who lately came from the King commaunds the contrary. 

Rich. The diuclltake Henry of Lancaftcr, and thce> 

Patience is ftale, and lam wearie Dfic. 

Keeper Help, help, help. 

The murder ert rufh in. 

Rich. How now.what mcanes Death in this rude aflauk? 
Villaine, thy owne hand yecldsthy deaths inftrument* 

Cb thou andfil] another roomc in hell. 

Were Exton Jiriket him down*. 

Rich. T hat hand fliall burnein neuer quenching fire# 
That flaggers thus my perfon : Exton,thy fierce hand 
Hath with the kings blond ftaind the kings ownc land. 
Mounr mount my <oulc,thy feateis vp on high, 

Whilft my grofle flcih finefees downeward here to die 
Exton As fullof valure as of royall bloud: 

Both haue I fpilld. Oh would thedeede were good! 
for now the diuel/ that told me I did well, 

Saies that this deedc is chronicled in hell: 
fins dead king to.the liuing king lie beare. 

* akc hence tbe reft, and giue them buriall heere. 



inter BuUingbrooke With thednkeofYorke. 

Is. that F lnd u v " c [ c Yorkc, the lateft newes wc heard 
tuat the rebels hauc confirmed with fire 
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Oar townc of Cicetct in Glpuceftcrfhitic, 

But whether they be tancor ftaine wehcare not, 

£nter NorthumhkrUnd. 

Welcome iuay Lord, what is the newts? 

Wjrth. FiHt to thy facred ftate wifh I all happinefie, 

The nextnewesiSjlhauetoLondonfent 
The headesbf Oxford, Salisbury, Blunt and Kent, 

The maner oftheir.takingmay appeare 

At largedifcourfedinthispapeiheerc. • ' 

King We thahke thee gentle Percie for thy paines* 
And to thy woorth will adde right worthy gaines, 

. inter LordFitqveterti 

Fit z. My Lord, I haue from Oxford fenttoLondws; 
The heads of Broccas, and fir Bcnet Seely, 

T woof the daungerous confortcd traitors, •< •'•••■ 

That fought at Oxford thy dire ouerthrow. 

v king Thy paines Fitz. fhallnor.be forgot,.. 
Rightnoble is thy merit well I wot. 

enter H. Terete. < • 

Terete. The grandconfpirator Abbot of Wefthiinf**^ 
With clog ofconfcience and fowre melancholy 
Hath yeelded vp his body to the graue. 

But here is Carleil liuing, to abide _ 

Thy kingly dotomer and tcntcncc ofhispricfe* 
king. Cadeil, tluns your doome; 

Choofe out foroe fecref place.fome reaewntroom® 

More th'an thou haft, and with it ioy thy life: 
feoas tholi liuft in peace, die freefrom llrife. 

For though imoe enemy thou baft euer bcene, 

High fparkes of hpnounn theehaue 1 feene. 



inter Exton Xfiik tie coffin, 
exton Great King, within this coffin I prtfent 
Thy buried feare : herein all breathleue hes 
The migbtieft ofthy greateft enemies, 

Richard of Burdeaux,by me hither brought. 

king Exton, I thanke thee not, for thou ha S ^ 



a 









A deed of flaunder with thy fatall hand, 

Vpon my head aodall this famous Land. , 

ixton. From your owne mouth my Lo. did I this deed. 
King. They loue not poifon that do poifonneede, 

Nor do I thee; though I did wifti him dyad, 

] hate the murthcrer, loue him murthered: 

The guilt of confciencctake thouforthy labor, 

But neither my good word, nor Princely fauour; 
WithCaynego wander through /hades of night* 

And ncucr /hew thy head by day nor light. 

Lordes»I proteft my foule is full of vi'O, 

Thatbloud fhould fprincle me to make me grow: 

Come mourn® with me, for what I do lament. 

And put on /ulleyn blacke incontinent, 
lit make a voiage to the holly lande. 

To wafh this bloud off from my guiltie hand: 

March fadly after, grace my mournings hcere> 

In weeping after this yntimcly Beerc, 
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